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Of all created things, the loveliest 





And most divine are children. 
—William Canton 


Vol. VII No. 7 
Panuary 1996 
Dear readers, 

Te another New Year. Apart from all the celebrations 
and the television programmes, there is something we must 
all do — atop to think. Time is passing us by. and ane we 
doing anything that will mark as down for the future? 
Sometioes, 9 wish 7 had a pair of 
magic binoculars, that witl help me 
encak a look at what is in store for 
ome tomorrow! 

Youn aim must be — 9 must bea 
better me at the end of the year. a 
better person. Stop to take a look inte 









think of how yoce 
would like te be, and 
wuhat you woud like 


Set yoursely 
goals to meet at the 
ead of 1996. Take 
Y  « sheet of paper and 

make a table for 
gounsely, Here's a sample 
of what you could da — 






* Lot's look beyond. 

















Toimprove ee 1995) Dec 1996 (What | must do) 

Marks ‘Average 75% ‘Avera 

Helping Mother | Nil 1. Cut vegetables for her 
2. Wash-up after meals 

Health Poor 1. Exercise dally 








2, Eat without fussing 


and 40. 00, 
Paate this table inside youn 
cupboard or behind your bedroom 


door, where you cam sec it everyday, 
And really try to stick to your goals. 
You can wnite to me after a feu 
mouths (wot days!) to tell me how 
you're faring. Good luck! 


















atest from Walt 

Disney's is 
Story’, a computer- 
animated cartoon, 
Instead of their usual 
artist animated, two- 
dimensional cartoons, 
Disney, in collaboration 
with Pixar Animation, 


a computer graphics 
company, has created 
a three dimensional, 
computer-cartoon film, 
77 minutes long. 

‘The film is all about 
Woody, # cowboy doll, 


who is worried 

about his owner 

Andy's seventh 

birthday. He fears 

that Andy will 

throw him away, 

when the new 

brithday presents come. Sure 

enough, one of the birthday gifts 

is a jazzy space ranger, smart 

and new. And Woody wants to 

finish off this new toy. 
Computer animation, is not 

as easy as we think it is. In fact, 

it needs more eye for detail 





than hand-animation. Since there is 
more colour arid background detail, 
lighting, and three dimensional 
surfacea(check out the picture on 
this page), the animator has to keep 
on checking if each scene is coming 
out right. 

But the final output that we see 
— the computer film, looks quite 
different from the normal cartoon 
film. Watch out for this one ! 


Information courtesy : Newsweek 
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Dear Editor, 
5) | disagree with Manasee 
Mahajan (December "95 
issue), Myths are not only 
a source of entertainment, 
but they teach moral 
values too. 
Garima Mangain, 
Bombay - 54, 


Dear Editor, 
© oppose Manasee’ views 
strongly. Myths should be 
taken with a positive atti- 
tude, We should 
take the 


good from them, 
and ignore the rest. 

R. Praveen, Std VI, 

Mandhur Village, T.N. 


Dear Editor, 

2 Myths are stories about 
early faiths of people, hand- 
ed down from generation to 
generation. We need age 
and wisdom to understand 
the implications of a myth 
completely. Every country 


has its own myths. 
‘In our country, we 
have the Ramayana 
and the Maha- 
boratha, We learn 
‘obedience from 


Rama, patience 

from Sita, and 

loyalty from Hanuman, We have to see the good 
in these myths, and try to follow them. 

R. Sukanya, Std, V1, 

Carmel G.H.S. Kangayam, 

















Dear Editor, 
4 Shilpa D. said that there are no ghosts, in the 
December issue, But that’s not true. What about 
the ghost of Abraham Lincoln thatlives in the White 
House? 
Vikram S. Kumar, aged 14, 

Paper Town H.S. 
Bhadravathi. 


Dear Editor, 
1 Please refer to page 77 of the 
November issue,to an article title Rare Animals, 
The picture captioned ‘baboon’ given there, is 
actually that of a gibbon, 
PY. Chandrasekharan, 
Trichy - 620 014, 


Indeed. it was an error! Look on page 7 for your pleture of a 














P= 


true baboon, Ed, us. Do not send pencil 

drawings. Remember to 
mention your name, 
address, ete, behind the 
painting too, Ed, 








Dear Editor, 
© In the October issue of Gokulam, C.K. Lakshmi 
says that you discourage writers by not publi 
their articles. Dear Editor, 

If an article is rejected, the writer must under- 51 wane to warn the 
stand that there are many like them who get readers never to 
dejected when an article js not published, As the 
saying goes,'Try, try, try again till you succeed’ 

M.K. Kalpana, aged 16, 

‘The Secunderabad School for 








1 Animals are very often, treated very cruelly. 
‘One of the best ways to make people animal-friendly 
is to make them watch programmes like Menaka 
Gandhi's Heads and Tals. Anybody who sees this 
programme is sure to feel some sympathy for 
animals. 

MSS. Sriganesh, aged 13, 


Ahmedabad - 7. 
drink water outside the 


Dear Editor, house, like in hotels, from 
© Can we send our photos along with our articles? Street vendors, etc. | once 
Birmy Nimal, 4"ank water from a stall at 

St. Joseph's School, Bangalore. the Funfair. | was shivering 

when I returned home. 

After a few days, my eyes 
turned yellowish. We 
discovered that | had 
jaundice. 
Urvi R. Bhate, aged 10, 
SindhiVidhyalaya 

Mat. School, 
Coimbatore. 
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leis not necessary, Birmy. Fd, 


Dear Editor, 
©) How do we send our drawings to Creative 
Comer 





Sharon Ittyrah, Bombay - 103 
and S. Swetha, Std. VII, Mysore. 





Draw or paint on a clean white sheet of paper; 


BY POST 
A.J. ART COURSE 



















‘anybody can learn this 
14 usefull Course 


6 t0 60) 











‘A.J. ART COURSE 
No, 6d» MAN FAD, DHANDEESWARAM, 
\VELACHERY, MADRAS 600 O42 





n the city of 

Florence in Italy, a 

ittle baby girl was 
born on 12th May 1820. 
Her parents, who were 
English, proudly named 
her after the city she 
was born in. 

Florence Nightingale’s 
parents were wealthy 
people, But even as a 
child, little Florence 
was a kind and gentle 
girl. When she was 
seventeen years old, she 
felt that God was 
calling her to do some 
special work, And she 
decided that she would 
nurse the sick, 

Her parents were 
horrified. In those days, 
hospitals were dirty 
and overcrowded places, 
where there was little 
or no hygeine. Nurses 
were mostly rough, 
uneducated women. 

Florence visited many 
hospitals, saw the way 
they were run, and the 
way sick people were 
treated. Then she 
thought of ways she 
could make nursing 
better for both the 
patient and the nurses. 








n 1851, she went to 
Germany to help out 
some church nurses 


Nurses 


Ab 


ao 


| 


LSE 


M 


Nightingale 





‘Two years later, she became the 
superintendent at a hospital in 
London. Her parents opposed 
this, but Florence had made up 
her mind. 

‘Thus, when the Crimean War 
broke out between Britain and 
Russia, news came that many 
British soldiers lay wounded and 
uneared for on the battle-field. 
Florence, who was quite well- 
known by now, was asked to 
organise a group of women nurses 
to run the hospital at Scutari, in 






‘Turkey, 


3] COVER STORY 


On October 21st, 
Florence reached 
Scutari with a band 
of 38 nurses. ‘They 
found the conditions 
at the hospital 
apalling. ‘The 
wounded soldiers 
were dying more 
from infection, than 
anything else. 
Florence got to work, 
and soon, the 
A hospital was a clean 
orderly place with 
strict rules, The 
death rate dropped to 
2% from 42%! 









Back at home, 
Florence Nightin- 

gale was a heroine, 

She was given a sum 

of £ 45,000 to use as 
she wished, She began the 
Nightingale Training School for 
Nurses at the St. Thomas's 
Hospital in London. ‘The school 
set down a system of training that 
nurses even now follow, Since 
then, the field of nursing has 
never looked back. 

Florence Nightingale died on 
13th August 1919, at the ripe old 
age of ninety. But the legacy she 
left behind will never be 
forgotten, 


s. 





STORY 
G= drenched in the rain is tube has to be changed. 





definitely not my way of Thave to take my things 

enjoying it. Standing near the for my ‘project day exhi- 
window with a hot cup of coffee and _ bition’ — things like charts, 
watching the rain splashing down models, etc.... I can’t go 
would be wonderful. Yet, could not by bus during the rush 
but help getting drenched that day. It hours,” I told him. 
started as a small drizzle and the “So you are in 








moment I went inside Chandran's cycle Mike'e” he asked. 
shop, it picked up speed. Sheets of “Yes, and you? I have 
water engulfed the entire road like a___not seen you here 


thick curtain. I saw Chandran, the cycle before. Your face looks 
mechanic, repairing somebody else’s familiar though." 
cycle. I was annoyed. “Chandran! I “Lam in Andrews. 


told you I want 
se" THEDAY IT 
repaired \ 





urgently!" I told 
him in an 
irritated voice. 

“Twill come in 
a minute. Just a 
small puncture to 
be repaired here. 
This boy has to 
go to Tiruvanmi- 
yur,” Chandran 
replied. It was 
only then, that I noticed him. He was My father got transferred 
almost my age, well built and tall. He only two months back 
‘was sitting on a bench and reading an —_ from Vizag. We are in 
Archie Comic as if nothing could disturb Tiruvanmiyur.” 






him. Hearing my voice, he looked up He was also in Plus 
from his book and said, “Care to sit ‘Two and studied in the 
here? Have you given your cycle for Maths group like me. 
repair too?” 


“Yes, I gave it this morning. The wall Chandran was busy 


‘onamer 


SUS Sneer serra 


with my cycle. It was continuing to rain All of us were quiet 
heavily. I was getting restless. There was for a few minutes 
so much to do, and I was stuck up in after the song was 
Chandran's shop amidst dust and grease, over. 
My companion stood up, took a mouth “Where did you 
organ from his pocket and started playing, 
rhe White roses’. ‘The beautiful notes ‘Oh! I think is in 
flew out with ease, and soon the dust, oil my blood. But I 
nd filth were for- 
gotten, Even Chan- 
dran stopped for a 
minute and started 
dusting the cycle 
parts wth rhythm, 
‘Wah! Wah! You 
play so nicely!" 1 
clapped my hands 






















m interested in 
music — music in 
any form, Hindustani, 
ct 
Film music 

“Lam also a musi 
lover. But I ca 
y only the guitar 
can you play 
| music on it? 
But there are some limitati 
it is primarily meant for Western music. my grandp: 


‘Will you play ‘Some enchanted evenings “Ts it? Even my 
andpa is a music 


lover and he can also 
sing so well. You 
H. wiped the mouth organ with his Must come and meet 


kerchief and started playing. Golden him. Why not now?” 
notes filled the air. My cycle was ready 


coun o 






by that time. Both of us rode to- 


gether and reached my house. 


My mother gave us hot pako- 
We were enjoy- 


das and Boost 
ing each other's company 


“Amma! Where is grandpa? 1 


have brought my friend especially 
to meet him.” 


Even before 1 could finish 












my sentence, grandpa 
came into the room. I 
introduced my friend Srikanth 
to him, Grandpa enquired about 
his parents, and his grandpa 
who was 3 

“My grandad worked mostly 
in the North and later retired 
from his work as Chief Conse: 
vator of Forests five years back 
Now he is staying with us.” 

“What is your thatha’s 

me?” asked grandpa, 

“Gopinath.” 

“PV, Gopinath by any 
chance?” grandpa asked with 


Teena 


ardent music lover. 


growing interest 
“Yes,” smiled Srikanth. 

‘Oh! Ravi! Don't you remem- 
ber the photo in my album? 
Didn't {tell you about Gopi, my 
friend? How we used to sing 
together in South Indian club 
festivals! Srikanth! Will you 
bring Gopi here one day? How 
did we lose contact? Tell him 
his Kicha is still dying to hear 
his Mobanant™ will you?" 








T anderstooa 
why Srikanth's 
looked so familiar 

But thatha He 
can't walk on his 
own. Year before 
last he had some 
arthritis problem,” 
said Srikanth, 

“Lam so sorry 
for him. He was a 
‘good tennis player once," grandpa 
murmured almost to himself. 
There was a distant look in his 
eyes. He had been transported 
into the past! 

Thad cursed the rain a few 
hours, back, but I feel grateful 
to it now! But for the rain, two. 
od friends would not have known 
about each other, and I would 
not have earned a good friend 














KRISHNAVENI 
RANGANATHAN 





—Menert 


y grandfather passed away last 
month. | fondly remember the 
times he used to play and laugh with 
me, encouraging me to write articles 


REMEMBERING 
GRANDPA 


and send them on to children’s 
periodicals. Though | had done this 
regularly, nothing was actually 
published. But grandfather made me 
write and post more articles. 

Just as we got news of his demise, 
and were plunged in sorrow, the 
postman arrived with an envelope 
for me. With shaking hands, | 
opened it. And what did | see? A 
cheque for rupees hundred, for my 
contribution to Yo! - a page of the 
weekly newspaper Sunday observer, 
My joy knew no bounds. 1 was 
happy that my ee s desire 









was now 
fulfilled. But 
then, | remem- 
bered. He was 





A\ not with me to 
2 share my joy. Pain 

and pleasure, often 
come together. 
Thank you, grandpa, 





Priyadarshini R., aged 13, 
CFTRI School, Mysore. 


Have you had any unforgs 

table expanench nel a 

Particularly happy, fuAny, pi 

or sad? Send them on. to. 

MOMENTS, C/O.;GOKULAM, a7, 

Jawaharlal Nebru: ‘Road, Madras 
ry aaRneT 


5 





LETTERS, A JOY 


Write a letter and you will fee! 
beteer, 
They are good ways to communicate 
‘And send messages up to date. 
They help to keep good relations 
Which save you from frustrations! 
They should be written regularly 
‘And replies received similarly 
They should be funny yet formal 
Naughty and normal 
‘They are good ways to spread news 





‘Share your ideas and your views 





So be a regular writer 
To make days brighter! 
— Sreedevi Payyur, aged 14, 
Bombay - 400 025. 


Mmicnitu > > tI OOD 
Anurseisavery Q: What made you take to nursing? 
important part of our _Sister Joseph : Generations of women in my 
society. With so many family have been nurses. My grandmother was a 
people with different nurse, so were many of my aunties... As a child | 
diseases, and so many felt nothing toward nursing. But from the age of 
accidents taking place thirteen onwards, | felt interested in nursing, and 
everyday, the hospital my parents encouraged me. 
in any city is a busy Q: What kind of training did you undergo? 
Place. What would we —_ Sister Josepeh : You have to be a student of 
do then, if there were pure science to get into training as a nurse. | 
no nurses to help@ underwent three anda half years of training — three 
patient during his most at the Madras Medical College General Hospital, 
difficult days? What and six months at the Women and Children Hospital 
would the doctor do, in paternity Training 
without a nurse by his: How did you feel when you watched your 
or her side? first operation? 


But there is the other . : 
side ofthe cointoo. _—_—Sister Joseph We were always talking about 
it and reading 


How easy is it to be a J 
nurse in a hospital? For THE about it. So we 
one has to see so many were quite well 
different kinds of prepared for our 
ailments... duties in the 
We met Sister Joyce theatre. There 
Joseph, the Deputy was no question 
Nursing Superintendent of feeling queasy, 
of the Willingdon nauseus, etc. 
Hospital in Madras, Who make 
who has been a nurse better patients - 





for twenty years, to find adults or 
out more about her children? 
profession. Sister Joseph (laughs): Adults, | 


STi 


quess. Children need more attention and have to 
‘be coaxed and cajoled and looked after alittle more. 





@: Do you enjoy your 
work? 

Sister Joseph: | do enjoy 
my work, There are so many 
interesting things happening all 
the time. 

@: Which do you find the 
more interesting and 
satisfying — nursing itself, 
‘or your interaction with the 
patient? 

Sister Joseph: Nursing is 
interesting, but it is the time 
that we spend with the patient 
that maters. | think it is only 
total dedication that will help a 
nurse enjoy what she does, 
and help her handle her 
patients too. Without the 
humane touch, a nurse cannot 
be called complete. The 
patient comes here with so 
many problems, not only 
physical, but mental too. In 
some cases, he is the bread 
winner in the family, At that 
time, a nurse has not only to 
be understanding, but help 
‘console him too. 

: What do your children 
think of your profession? 


Sister Joseph: They are used to it. In fact, 
‘one of my daughters is a nurse. Thatis because 
she has the aptitude for it. Nursing is not like a 
desk job where you finish your work at five o” 
clock and leave the office. 

Q: What do you think of the younger 
generation of nurses? 

Sister Joseph: They are not dedicated 
enough. Nurses in India are poorly paid. So 
many of the younger nurses tend to go in for 
special nursing, which is more paying, 

Q: Would you call it an exciting 
profession? 

Sister Joseph: It is! We are learning 
something new all the time. There is never a 
dull moment, though there are times when you 
are under great pressure. 

What did you feel when you sawa baby 
being born for the first time? 

Sister Joseph: It was wonderful! | was just 
eighteen or nineteen years old then. But death 
was shocking - especially when somebody 
young dies unexpectedly, | remember when a 
patient died of typhoid, | stood in the corridor 
and cried, 

Butslovly, you begin to face it. Some people 
call us hard-hearted, but that's not it. We can't 
show our emotions... It may upset our other 
patients. 





commer fis] 
















le in ond oer ust alin 





everyone's life, 





Without it, 
Wah no seasoning or spice 


tl 


ikea mound ef rice, 


So serrows and some regrels must pass in 


everyone's hearl, 


Fee although lo each one, 





There are some bonds wit which we 


Te laking away of lives be us dear, 
+ Isthe greatest sorrow on earth, 
Fee this means remembering 
the limes we spent, 


These ey ond mirth 
A\ltbough o dea prscn may bodily lave us, 


Memeris ef hiner remain car, 
Othe lines we quate 

aed were Lr aged 
Halal etcser dln was nact 
Lsya Sombith, age, 
Bangalore - 4, 





teenage Indian schoolgirl 

in Britain has gained fame 

as a budding author. She 

has received £15,000 (about 
Rs. 7.2 lakhs) as advance money from 
aleading publishing company for her 
forthcoming novel, which is still to 
be completed. 

‘The promising author is 16-year- 
old Bidisha Bandyopadhyay, an ‘A’ 
level student at Haberdashers’Aske’s, 
well-known public autena 
school for girls at 
Elstree, near 
London. Flamingo, 
which is to bring 
out Bidisha’s book, |- 
outbid three other 
companies to secure 
the — publishing 
rights for the novel 

As a student, 
Bidisha had written 
reviews and articles 
for the music 
magazine New 


Musical Express, N OVEL 
YOUNG WRITER 


before she was discovered by a talent 
scout who persuaded her to write a 
novel. She plans to continue with 
journalism and launch a magazine 
called Girlpower: 





Geetha Balachandran 


TAGORE BUST 
IN 
SHAKESPEARE’S 
GARDEN 


bust of Rabindranath 
‘Tagore, the noted Indian 
poet-philosopher and the first 
Asian winner of the Nobel 
prize, was installed recently as a 
permanent feature in the garden 
‘of William Shakespeare's house 
at Stratford-on- 
‘Avon, England. 
The Chief 
(Minister of West 
Bengal, Mr Jyoti 
Basu, who 
sponsored the 
‘bust, was present 
at the formal 
ceremony at 
Stratford, the 
birthplace of the 
English poet and 
dramatist and a 
major tourist 
centre 
Rabindranath 
Tagore, who won the Nobel 
prize for literature in 1915, had 
written a poem in Bengali in 
praise of Shakespeare, titled 
Vishwakavt. The original 
manuscript of this poem was 
handed over recently to the 
Shakespeare Birthplace Trust by 
the Indian High Commissioner 
to Britain, DrL.M. Singhvi. 





GB. 















here was great 
excitement in 


Jayabalpore. The 
famous _godman, 
Bhagwan Konmanji, 
was on a visit to the 
Kingdom, and people 
were thronging the 
streets to catch a glimpse of the 
holy man as he drove in a chariot 
to the palace of King Jayabalan. 

‘The king, the queen, Jayarani, 
and all the ministers and officials 
were wat the gate to receive the 
swamiji. As the godman alighted, 
cheers rent the air. 

“Long live the swamiji!” the 
crowd chanted, “Bless us swamiji.” 

Bhagwan Konmanji smiled and 
raised his hands in blessing. He 





had a broad face, chubby cheeks 
and bushy eyebrows. His hair 
which grew only on the sides 
of his head, was bristly and 
stood stiff and erect like 
porcupine quills. He 
wore a black shawl 
over his white tunic. 
The king, the queen 
and some ministers 
and officials prostrated 
themselves before 
him. The swamiji 
intoned some words in a 
language no one 
understood. And then he 





went off into the palace. 
There was a grand feast that 
night. The swamiji displayed an 
appetite that is rarely associated 
with ascetics, and cleaned off plate 
after plate of sweets and savouries. 
So did his disciples who had 
accompanied him. These disciples 
were wild-eyed characters with 
untidy hair and thick beards. They 
too wore black shawls. The palace 
guards seemed to be a little scared 


coun 












c—— A Qayabalau Story 


of them. 

After dinner, the swamiji and his 
disciples retired to the west wing 
ofthe palace where a suite of rooms 
was made ready for them. 


he next morning, Bhagwan 

Konmanji had his breakfast 
with the king. Ayalaan, the 
minister for foreign affairs, was 
also there. One of the swamiji's 
disciples, a bearded giant, stood 
guard over the godman. 

As they moved away from the 
dining table, the holy man became 
pensive. 

“King Jayabalan,” he said. “I 
think Ihave some bad news for you.” 

‘The king became nervous. 

“Wh....what is it, Swamiji?" he 
asked, 

“There is doom and destruction 
in the air,” said the Godman. “Ican 
feel it. Ican smell it.”At this point, 
Konmanji held his nose with his 


thumb and forefinger. 

“What exactly is the doom you 
speak of?” Ayalaan asked. 

The swamiji looked sharply at 
Ayalaan. He didn't like the tone of 
the foreign minister. It showed lack 
of respect. Maybe lack of faith. 

“The year is coming to an end, 
right?” Konmanji asked, 

“Yes. Everyone knows that,” 
Ayalaan said 

“Yes,” said the swamiji. “But I 
alone know that the world will also 
come to an end.” 

“Wha... What... wh...?" the king 
stuttered 

“When the year ends the world 
will end too.” 

Ayalaan smiled thinly. 

“What makes you think so?" he 
asked. 

“Ican see it with my inner eye,” 
said the swamiji impressively. 
Ayalaan’s smile became broader. 

“This gentleman - what is his 




















name?” 

“Ayalaan, swamiji. He is our 
foreign minister,” said the king. 

“Well, this gentleman is 
obviously an unbeliever. It is 
dangerous to have such men 
around you at a time like this.” 

“Well, it looks as if the swamiji 
doesn't like my face,” said Ayalaan. 
“Lwon't stay and irritate him.” With 
that, Ayalaan bowed to the king 
and walked away stiffly. 


ater, Ayalaan went looking for 
Varisumai, the finance minister. 

Varisumai was working on the 
country’s budget for the next year. 
(In Jayabalpore the financial year 
was the same as the calendar year.) 

“You are wasting your time, 
Varisumai,” said Ayalaan 

“T have to get the budget ready 
before the new year starts,” said 
Varisumai. 

“There's going to be no new year 
this time,” said Ayalaan smiling 
broadly, “The world is going to end 
with the old year.” 

“What's wrong with you, are you 
mad?” Varisumai asked. 

“It's a mad mad world, 
Varisumai,” said Ayalaan. And 
then he told the finance minister 
about the swamiji’s prediction. 

“It’s a pity that our king is so 
easily deceived by every crook who 
comes here,” said Varisumai. 





“I wonder what the godman is 
planning right now,” said Ayalaan. 


t that time, Bhagwan 

Konmanji was telling the king 
about a special puja that would 
save the king’s life even ifthe world 
came to an end. 

“Don'ttell anybody about it,” the 
‘swamiji warned the king, “We can't 
go about saving all the people, can 
we?” 

“How about my wife Jayarani?" 
the king asked. 

“We'll save her of course,” said 
the godman graciously. 

“No unbelievers like Ironlawn.” 

“Ayalaan,” the king corrected 
him. 

“Well, whatever. 
people like that.” 

“Tl call Sigainasam, the home 
minister. He believes in all these 
things. In fact he will believe 
anything.” 

“Good. That's the kind of people 
I like. Bring him and the queen 
here secretly. Noone should know.” 


I can't save 








he king sent away all the 

palace guards and servants. 
‘Then he summoned the queen and 
Sigainasam. 

‘The queen's eyes became wide as 
saucers when she heard about the 
end of the world. Sigainasam bit his 
nails and shook like a shrub in a 


‘Q: What did one maths book say to 
another maths book? 
A: "You are full of problems!" 


, “Re Anoop, aged 1, 





gale. 

“Don't worry,” said 
the swamiji kindly, “I 
can save your lives. 
‘You are the privileged 
few who will outlive the 
world.” R 

Jayarani and Sigai. ' 
nasam bucked up im- 
mediately and looked 
at the godman eagerly. 

“But it is going to 
cost a lot,” said the 
swam 

“That doesn't matter 
at all, Bhagwanji,” said the king. 

“It will be worth it,” said the 
godman smiling roguishly, “Just 
imagine — all the people like 
Aileron, Vasanai and Aarali... 

“That's Ayalaan, Varisumai and 
Arivili,” said the king. 

“All right, whatever their names 
may be, they won't be here; but you 
will live on.” 

“Pardon me, Your Holiness,” said 
Sigainasam, bending almost double, 
“Will there be any sign or indication 
that the world is ending?” 

“Sign, eh? Why, sure, Next 
‘Tuesday, the world will go dark in 
the daytime itself.” 


G ittinacam trembled. The 
‘queen whimpered. The king 
quivered like a jelly. 

“Once the darkness comes, it will 
be just a matter of weeks before the 
world will come to an end,” said the 
swamiji ominously, “The darkness at 
noon will last only a few minutes. 
But that will be the sign given from 
above to convince the unbelievers.” 














“What should we do?" the king 
asked in a quavering voice. 
ready some offerings to the 
Gods,” said the swamiji 

“Coconuts and flowers?" the 
queen asked. 

“That too. But much more will 











igainasam 


suggested. 
“No. No milk.” 
“But I thought the Gods drank 


a lot of milk,” said the kiny 
swamiji glared at him, and the 
became tense and silent. 
‘Jewels,” said the godman. 
“Gold and diamonds and saphires 
and pearls and rubies and what 
not.” 

“But how much of those?" the 
king asked 

“Maybe most of what you possess, 
After all, which is more important, 
‘your jewels or your lives?" 

The king hesitated trying to 
weigh the two in a balance as it 
were, but Sigainasam quickly said, 
“Our lives of course.” 
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“Then bring the stuffhere 
right now," said the 
swamiji, “We'll have to 
start before Tuesday. 
Before the world goes 
dark.” 


heking, the queen 

and Sigainasam 
scurried about like 
squirrels, bringing all 
the rich treasures they 
had hoarded. Soon 
there was a huge pile of 
gold coins, diamond 
studded jewellery and 
rare gems, 

‘The swamiji beamed 
with satisfaction. 

“Now lock all the 
doors. We will start the 
puja on Monday, that is 
tomorrow. But first get 
some food for me and 
my disciples.” 

‘Ten or twelve of the swamiji’s 

sciples sat there with fierce 
expressions on their faces. And 
when the food came, they devoured 
it in record time. 

Ayalaan and Varisumai along 
with Arivili, the education minister 
and Tholaipesi, the minister for 
communications, tried to meet the 
king. But the swamiji’s disciples 
wouldn't allow them in. 

The puja started on Monday 
evening. The king, the queen and 
Sigainasam were asked to fast the 
whole day. But the swamiji and his 
disciples consumed large quantities 
of food. 

‘The royal couple and Sigainasam 





were not allowed to sleep. ‘The 
swamiji was chanting something or 
the other, but kept his eye on the 
three sleepy people. Whenever they 
were about to drop off to sleep, the 
swamiji sounded a gong and woke 
them up. This went on the whole 
night. 

‘The next morning, the king, the 
queen and Sigainasam were in a 
state of exhaustion. 

Around ten in the morning, the 


sunlight started fading. 


“The darkness is coming,” the 
swamiji intoned, “Now the 
unbelievers will be punished.” The 
king and queen along with 
Sigainasam trembled in terror, 
‘Suddenly it became dark. 
“The hour has come," the godman 


thundered, “The three of you lie 
down and close your eyes. If you 
open them you will be struck blind.” 

‘The panic-stricken king, queen 
and minister lay on the floor and 
shut their eyes tight, 

“Don't open your eyes until I 
sound the gong,” said the godman. 
“If you do you will lose your lives.” 

So the three of them lay there 
with their eyes closed, trembling 
with fear and exhaustion, Soon 
their tiredness overwhelmed them, 
and they dropped off to sleep. 











hen they woke up several 

hours later, the swamiji and 
his disciples had gone. So had the 
gold and the jewellery. They found 
that the doors were bolted from 


outside. 
Their yells 
brought a few 
guards who 
opened the 


palace long 
‘ago,” said the 
guards. “He 
asked us not 
to disturb you 
since you were 
ina trance.” 
By that 
time Ayalaan, 
Varisumai, 
Arivili_ and 
Tholaipesi 
arrived on the 





HY 


“Your Majesty, how could you 
allow yourself to be cheated this 
way!” Ayalaan exclaimed. 

“But he said the world will 
become dark in the daytime, and 
so it did!” 

“Naturally. It was a solar 
eclipse,” said Varisumai. 

‘The king looked bewildered. 

“All my jewels are gone!” the 
queen wailed 

“Anyway, now you have learnt a 
lesson,” said Arivili. 

“You will be sadder but wiser, 
said Ayalaan. 

King Jayabalan was certainly 
sadder. But he was quite ineapable 
of becoming wise. 


JANAKAN 











i, friends! I am Anandhi, 1 
‘am studying in VIlth stand- 
ard, Here is an account of 


‘what happened to me in schoo! once. 
Itwas Friday. Bveryone in lass was 
bored, because this day had, two sci- 





ence periods, You see, I had been play- 
ing Kho-Kho everyday, sometime 
Butsome months later, I got bore 
it, and stopped playing. But the Kho: 
Kho teacher was annoyed. So, I tried 
to.escape from her as best as I eould. 1 
managed it quite successfully fora few 
days. But one day, as I was walking 
with my friends down the sports field, 





2-4 HAPPENED TO ME—— 


the Kho-Kho teacher saw me, She 


caught me by my ear 
“ hy have you stopped attend- 
ing classes? she demanded. 

T managed to stammer some sort of 
excuse, But that only angered her 
more, She told me that I had to come 
to her room at 3.10 pam., sharp that 
afternoon, during interval 

“Lshall take you to the H.M.,”she 
said, “Ifyou don't come, 

I nodded my head and ran back to 
class, The whole day was worried about 
‘what would happen that afternoon, 





hen came the science period. The 

teacher was telling us about the 
process of the origin of life. I was too 
pre-oceupied with my own thoughts 
to pay any attention to her. I looked 
at my watch — It showed 3.20 p.m. 
I was terrified! I just got up, ar- 
ranged my bag, kept it on the table 
and ran out. I did not notice the eyes 
of the teacher and all my classmates, 
following me as I ran out. Thad gone 
only a fow steps, when I looked at 
my watch again, To my horror, I saw 
that it showed only 2.26 p.m,! Real 
izing my mistake, I ran back into 
class, "The teacher had turned towards 
the black board. I quietly went in and 
sat in my place, My partner could not 
control her laughter. But the teacher 
did not notice anything wrong. My 
lucky stars saved me! 


R.Anandhi, aged 12, 
‘Tirunelveli - 627 006. 
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There are ten kinds of dogs hidden in this puzzle. 


Can you spot them? 
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P. Rajesh, aged 10, CFTRI School, Mysore. 
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Solution on page 51 



















pon © time long, 


long ago, in 





non 
who had four 
sons, They 

ere quodru: 






lets, and 
ed alike 
but each one 
of them had 





ould never 
the third 

d the fourth could hold 
s he wanted. 





Last summer. when J 
visited my granny's 
house. she told me a 
story of four Chinese 
brothers. Let me tell i 
you that story.” says Finally. bi 
Mandira Ranadive. up th 
aged 14, of Fatima 9.S.. 
Badlapur. 

mn “<I Ciizzeie Tale Keto! — 








on idea — he 
whole loke, and 

Out two big fish from the 
loke bed. Just os he wos about 











Le LAN 


to throw up all the water, he saw brother pleaded. So the soldiers 
{© boy collecting fish from the. took him home, 


loke bed. He clopped his hands 
‘ond waved, to tell the boy to This time, it wos the third 
move away, but the boy just brother who went back to prison 
ignored him. At lost, he spot out with the soldiers. 

all the woter, and the boy wos Note 

drowned 



















The king of the lond heard 
the news ond was furious. He: 
ordered his soloiers to imprison 
the first brother and hang him 

“Allow me to meet my 
fomily just once,” said the first 
brother, "Before | om hanged. 

The king agreed. The 
soldiers took him home. The 
first brother went in. But the 
mon who come out of the 
house wos the second 
bbrother with the iron neck, 
The soldiers took him back 
to prison and hanged him, 
buthe just wouldn't die! 
Amozed, the soldiers ran 
to tell the king obout it 


“Put the man into © pit of 
fire!" soid the king, 

“I wont to see my mother 
before | dig,” the second 


when he wos thrown into the pit time, it wos the fourth brother's 


of fire, nothing hoppened. He tun, The soldiers nailed him into 
come out unhurt. the coffin ond buried him, 
When the king wos told ofthis, 

he cried out, “Oho! Is thot so! Nail AV Few doys loter, the father 
him into © coffin and bury him!" of the boy believed to have 

Let me go back home to see been drowned in the lake, come 
my brothers,” the third brother _to sea the king 
begged the soldiers. And this ‘My son wos not drowned,” 

























he soid, "He's just been uncons- 
ious oll these days, He's now 
olive ond well 
Hove the coffin brought 
up." the king told his 
soldiers, "What ond 
1) injustice we have done! 
That poor mon must be 
dead by now!” 
But, os you'd hove. 
‘guessed, when the 
Coffin wos dug up and 
opened, they found 
the fourth brother 
olive ond well, 
perhaps just a little 
red in the face. 
The king wos 
now really amazed. 
“You must be the 
God of Woter, Fire 
ond Life!” he gosped, 
“Forgive me!” 
And he sent 
X the fourth brother 
home in great 
pomp ond 
splendour. 





The inventor of paper was a Chinese official 
namedTs'3i Lun He frst made paper using strange 
ingredients including mulberry and bamboo 
fibres fish nets and rags! 






























{13 The most expensive paper in the world 
is hand-made Finnish Writing paper, which 
costs upto $80 (roughly Rs.2,800) a sheet! 


(40 The tooth brush was invented in 1770 
by a prisoner, William Addis, in Newgate 
Prison! 


{42 A rooster being a male cannot lay * 
eggs. But sometimes,a disease may cause 

a rooster to change its gender, become 

a hen, and it can even lay eggs! 


{40 The only place 
in the world from 
where both the 
Pacific and Atlantic 
‘oceans can be seen, 
is the peak of Mount aro (| 1,325 feet high),situated in the country 


of Costa Rica in Central America! 

(4 The largest satellite in the Solar 
Systems Jupiter's Ganymede, Ie is 3,275 
miles across, which makes it bigger than 
Mercury! 


11 The smallest satellite is 
the Solar System is Mar's 
Deimos, which is only 8 miles 
across! 











(i Queen Elizabeth of 
England who reigned in 
the 6th century, took 
‘only one bath per 
month! 
‘Compiled by 
Kart 
Ranganathan, 
aged 14, 
New Bombay 
= 400 703. 
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YEARS wittou 


wheel 
was first 
invented, 
as 1000 B.C. but v were no draft animals 
not put into use for over like the ox and the 
2500 years, Why were horse, ‘The second 
wheels thus ignored for over says that the dense jungles 
25 centuries? of South and Centra 
Wheeled clay models of America and the mountain 
animals have been found nges, were highly 
in Mexican tombs dating unsuitable for wheeled 
back to the First Century traffic, so much so that 
A.D. These models prove the very idea of using 
beyond doubt, that the wheels for travel and 
wheel was known to the transportation, would not 
ancient world, and yet its have occurred to the people at 
practical applications were not that time. 

known 

‘Two major reasons are ut some objections 
put forward for this B: e put forward to 
extraordinary over- both these explana- 
sight. The first one tions. The Mayas of 
says, that at the Mexico and the 
time the 
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*Atieze snowing 
‘an ancient battle using chariots 


HEELS? 


Peru 
had built 
superbly engine 
ered 












‘oads between 
their cities. The stone- 
paved network of the 
Incas is amazingly level 
They included bridges 
tunnels wherever nese: 
Even if draft anima 
not available, they could 
have developed hand- 
carts and wheel burrows 
The evidence for the 
existance of neither of 
these 
did the Columbian craftsmen 
seem to know the use of the 
potter's wheel! 







































have been found. Nor 





t is really amaz- 
ing to think of 
how the people of 
Central and 















Ay 









“The whee! is a very signiticant 
symbolin our culture thas boon used 
to depict Time. nthe upper photograph 
we see tho Dharma Chakra of the 
Buddhists, 





South America managed to 
build a very highly sophistie: 
ted civilisation, entirely 
without the help of wheels, 
Relays of Inca couriers 
were capable of carrying 
the Royal messages 
from one end of the 
empire to the 
other 


























end. They also maintained a 
network of beautiful roads, 
punctuated with rest houses, 
well stacked with essentials, at 
} regular intervals. All these were 
done on foot! 

‘The existance of the miniature 
wheeled animals unearthed in the 
Mexican East eoastin 1940, leave 
the scholars completely baffled. 
What was the function of this 
2,000 years old model? What was 
its origin and purpose? It is 
strange that a designer who could 
imagine a wheel, could not 
imagine the practical possibilities 
H ofa larger version of the samo! 


he presence of similar 

wheeled objects in China 
iggests, that probably China 
n contact with the New 
World, more than 2,000 years 
hefore Colombus, 

Since these models were 
found in tombs, they could not 

be mere toys. They might have 
4 served some religious purpose in 
their customs and traditions. 

But it still leaves us baffled 
to think, that inspite of 
designing the wheel, our 
ancestors were unaware of its 
practical applications for over 25 
centuries! 





VISALAKSHI RAMANI 





HUMOUR ( ] 
| tall started one doy, quite dormant gene that makes me create such innovative hair- 





a few years ago, when 1 styles. Toke for exomple, the time when I feeling my 
‘was seven years old—1 brother's hair too long, gave him a cute girlish blunt cut, 
think, Onanimpuse reached due to which everybody teased him for some time, How- 
‘out for pair of scssorsand snip- ever it is my per-sonal opinion that it suited him 


snap, in afew seconds | had very wel 

happily chopped off consi: ifyousreby now 
erable amount of my glossy 

black ai, fom the font of my / 


hood. then stepp- \ 









ced back proudly 

to examine bored by my ‘sipping’ 

ny work ond, AK genius can il you of my “raiding” 

finding it 10 genuis, 

‘my satistaction, ¥W J once broided my sister's har beau: 

went off to play. Aifully. There were so many little broids, 
| did not core some of which joined up to make larger 






for he opinion of Drpd 2 bods ondsoon, un esimposblo recognise 
‘anyone who saw me on the her. Everyone actually seemed to like this one until the 
streets that day, but imagine time she felt like returning to normal, And then, natu- 
my dismay when I returned rally, | hod some problems undoing those braids | had so 
home to ind everyone staring —painstokingly styled, With some help from mummy, and 
‘at me in horror. So great was despite my sister's screams of horror, | did get it undone. 
my disappointment that day, Yes, itis in my blood. Mummy says | am the first of a 
that leven shed a few childish kind, but lam sure | had some worthy ancestor, expert in 
tears. the some business, So, if you 

‘want to look different come 

fter that first inci- 


‘tome, Be assured that your 
dent, there have } hoir will stand right out of 










been many such quirks in the rest. 
my hairstyling, none of Gayatri 
which, | can assure you, Chandrasekhar, 
have been truly appreci- Yay aged 16, 





ated. Maybe it is some Y 400 601. 











We come across 
many nuts and dry 
fruits in our daily 
lives. Here are some 





Ie proteins, 


Groundnut : Though his isa 
of South America, itis 
cultivated on a farge scale in “India, 





‘of coconut, Coconut 
refreshing and healtiy 
during the hot summer months, 
‘Coconut oil is used for various 
purposes ike cooking, frying, and even 
5 4 massaging oil before bath 

A coconut is broken in the temple 
«as a part of wi India. 
coconuts ave grown in Kerala and 
osher coastal areas, gives ws 100 













Ht gives us all the carbohydrates andl 
proteins necessary for the body. 
We basicaly eat groundnut seeds, 
‘Some people bol it, and others fry it 
Groundnut olf i used for cooking. 
This nut gives us 161 calories of 
energy, It contains 26% proteins and (919) 


19% carbohydrates, ww Wn) 


Dashewnuts : Cashewmuts are 
cavailabte in plenty in India, People 
put it in sweets and savories or just 
cat it raw, A single cashewnut 
provides us with 163 calories of 





tc, Ht isa very expensive mut, So 
we use pista only ds a flavouring and 
taste-giving agent, “It gives us 164 
calories of energy and has about 20% 
proteins, 






Walnut : Also known as 
Akroot, this mut is found in Asia, 
‘Europe and America, “I can be 
eaten raw, oF can be used to 
prepare salads, pastries, Greads and 
sweets, A single walnut gives us 184 
calories of energy and has 16x 





proteins, 
Ms muts, as you have seen, ave 

energy and contains about 17% Aight in proteins, Eat a hanaful of nuts 

proteins, everyday (not more!) and munch your 


away to good healthy 








Pista : This mut was cultivated 

about 5,000 years ago, “It grows only ‘Compiled by 
in mid Asian countries, Pistas are YG. Aparna, aged 14, 
used in ice-creams, cakes, pastries, ‘Hyderabad - 560 007. 








einer 





Abi, 
Kalpakkam - 603102, 





Sandhya Hegde, aged 11, 
AECS - 3, Bombay, 


‘Anup Kumar, 


Ramya Juli 
Howrah - 9. 











‘omu was an honest farmer 

living in the village of Siva- 
puri in the kingdom of Kalinga. 
One day, when he was tilling 
his land, he found asilver plate. 
He picked it up. As soon as he 
touched it, he heard a voice 
from the sky, 

“Somu,” it said, “You are an 
honest man, I am giving you 
this magic plate. It has the 
power to feed 
any number of 
people, but it 
can only be 
used by an 
honest person 
like you. If a 
dishonest 


person touches it, it will lose 
its power, You can serve any 
number of people food, with the 
help of the plate. Use it wisely.” 

Somu served many of the 
poor people of Sivapuri with the 
help of the magic plate. People 
from all over Kalinga came to 
Sivapuri, and sought Somu’s 





STONES RETOLD BY READERS help when they were in difficulty. 


One day, a soldier happened to 
eat the delicious food, that the 
miagie plate conjured up. He 
returned to the capital and told 
the king about it, 

King Mahendra was a tyrant, 
and an 
ineffeci- 
ent ruler, 

“Go to 
Sivapuri 














at once,” he told a minister, 
“And tell me what's happening 
there.” 

The minister returned with 
glowing reports about Somu’s 
popularity. King Mahendra 
became jealous. 

ing Mahendra sent 
the minister with some 





oust 





soldiers to Sivapuri, to con- you?” 
fisticate the magic plate from ‘The beam of light vanished. 
Somu. 

“I can't give it to 
you,” said Somu 
firmly,” The plate 
will lose its powers if 
dishonest people 
touch it.” 

When Mihendra | 
heard of Somu’'s 
reply, he was furious. 
He at once set out to 
Sivapuri to get the 
plate from Somu. 

He rushed into 
Somu’s house and 
grabbed the plate. 

As soon as he 
touched it, it 
crumbled, turned to 
ashes, and fell to the 
ground. 

A beam of light 
from above lit up 
Somu’s house, and a 
voice said, “O 
Mahendra! Because 
of your jealousy and 
greed, even Somu 
has lost the plate. 
Evil people like you 
cannot do good things with a King Mahendra returned to his 
magic plate. That's why you Palace, a wiser man. 
can’t have it, How many people 
starve without food in your 
kingdom! You don't need a 
magic plate to help them, do 
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EXPERIENCE 


Ay a 


said my little sister 
Nitya 
“We can watch cartoons 
and serials on TV, and play 
indoor games.” 
“What a bore!" I said. “Everytime we 


have holiday, we do the 
same things. Let's do 
something different.” 


That is how we began 


planning for our unusyal 
trip to ‘nowhere’, tostudy 
Nature, 

‘Thus, on Rajyotsava 


Day, the birthday of 
Karnataka State, my 

parents, my sister and I 

started out early in the 

morning, for a cross: 

country ride. The road 

wore a deserted look, after we crossed 
the city limits. There were grape fields 
on either side of the road. Suddenly, we 
came upon a low green hill with many 
hhuge rocks and stones. We decided to 
stop there and have our breakfast of 
steamed and salted groundnuts 





ni Tir piace 

(Rae 

ful, with plenty of wild 

flowers, insets and betta eds 

atl around, We could only hear the erik 

cri, ei’ of the inact and the rustling 
of leaves, 

‘Mter finishing our breakfast, we set 
out observa the insecte more coety 
Butirties wor fitting abot veka 
were jmping and many ster inex 
hoes names didnot Kaow,hummeed 
Shai Tt wan fun watehing them show 
oftheir beatiful elours nthe gentle 

sunshine. When th sn began 
to move up, we declded to leave, 


While we were walking 
back to our vehicle, Nitya 
suddenly shouted, “A mushroo 
mushroom!” I went running to the place 
to find a huge mushroom, ‘The top was 
soft, ‘The underside seemed to be made 
of pleated silk. How beautiful it was! 

We returned home happy, refreshed 
and content, 


We naa roughtbacka plant fom 
tho hillside. The wid flowers hat grow 
on thisshr, which wehave potted are 
beaatifi 

Everytime I ook att minds me 

Of the wonderfal time we had 


with Nature, Now [realise that. 
instead of watching TV or 
listening to loud music, it is 
better to listen to the music 
made by insects and birds and 
trees, And I try to appreciate 


Nature whenever Ican. We are 
really lucky to live on such a 
wonderful planet. 


Bhavana Kumar, 
aged 10, 

Carmel School, 
Bangalore, 















Precis writing is 
‘one of the exercises 
in language writing 
that you would be 
learning in school. Itis 
important to speak and write, 
keeping your words to the 
minimum. Let me tell you a 
story to illustrate the point... 
nce upon a time, there 
> lived a blind man called 
Gopu. He was very poor, 
but he was very religious. He 
prayed to God everyday, whole 





LIFE TRUTHS 


heartedly. 

One day, God appeared before 
him. 

“Lam pleased with your prayers,” 
he told Gopu, “I shall grant you one 
boon. What do you want?” 

Gopu thought for a moment. 

“What shall | ask?" he wonder- 
ed, “Shall | ask for sight? But how 
can be happy without wealth? And 
I can ask for only one boon...” 


























uddenly, he had an idea. 

“O lord!” he said, “Give me 
the pleasure of seeing my grand- 
son eat his food from a gold bowl.” 


ORD 


WISE 


The lord laughed. 

“You are an intelligent man, 
Gopu,”" he said, “Your wish will be 
granted.” 

So that's how, Gopu made 
sure that he could see, have 


wealth, and enjoy a long life, 
all with one boon! 
Prof. P.A. SEETHARAMAN 


Friday the 13th! 


an has always been superstitious 
M about numbers and days. But, why the 

niumber 18 came tobe considered as 
unlucky noone relly knows, There are some 
theories about however. One explanation has 
Yodo with Scandinavian mythology. There were 
Iwelve demigods, Loki appeared, making the 
‘umber hiteen. Since Loki was evil and crue, 
and caused human misfortunes, and he was the 
1h demigo, the number 13 came tobe a sign 
of bad luck 

Some people think the superstion goes 
‘back to the fact thal there were 19 persons at 
the Last Supper and that Judas was the 13th 
‘quest! Whatever its origin, the superstition 
about the number 19 is found in practically 
every county 

Supersttons about lucky and unlucky days 
are just as common as those about numbers. 
And Friday probably has more than any of 
them! In ancient Rome, the sixth day of the 
week was dedicated to Venus, When the 
narther nations adopted the Roman method 
of designating days, they named the sixth day 
aller Frigg or Freya which was their nearest 
equivalent to Venus, and hence the name 
Friday. The Norsemen actualy considered 
Friday the luckiest day ofthe week. So do we 
in India — Friday isan auspicious day, 

Bul the Christians regarded it as the un- 
wokiest. One reason for this is that Jesus 
Christ was crucified on Friday. The 
Mohammedans say that Adam was created 
con & Friday, and according to legend, Adam 
and Eve ate the forbidden fruit ona Friday and 
died on Friday. 

Superstitious people feel that when you 
‘combine the number 13 with the unlucky day 
Friday, you ve relly gota realy unlucky day! 

Divya Shankar, aged 14, 
Vani Vidyalaya, Bombay. 











NUMBERS 


Mathematics perhaps 
originated at a time when man learned 
touse pictures and symbols for writing. Early 
mathematics was the system of numerals. When 
man domesticated animals, he had to keep count of them. 

‘Thus the number system was evolved. Ancient man must have 
used pebbles for counting the number of animals in a herd, Later, 
he started drawing pictures to represent the numbers. Early 
numbers were not numerals or symbols as we know them today, 
but were pictures of animals and plants. For example, the picture 
of alion or a lion’s head was related to the number one while the 
picture of a cat was drawn to indicate number four, the four legs of 


the cat signifying the number. 
In due course, early man resorted to the simpler method of 
making a mark or a line for each animal or thing to be counted, 
Later, the markings and lines were modified and a distinct pattern 
of numbers or symbols were evolved, by people of different 


civilizations in different parts of the world. 
Mh, 








OLDEST NUMERALS : set of Hieroglyphic numerals are 


he oldest numerals so far Tepresented here. ul 
known to us, are the Baylonian | if wt mi 4 Ml 
system, developed some 5,000 





years ago, and the Ej id 
the Mayan systems developed il q! 0 in. a (Aho 


about 3,000 years ago. *o* BO, oo 


‘The Babylonian numerals were 
wedge-shaped symbols depicted _ The Mayans of Central America 


vertically and horizontally. Both also used Hieroglyphic signs for 
the writings and the numerals of Writing numbers. They wrote on 
the Babylonians look similar. They Stone tablets, wooden panels and 
sed sharp edged sticks to make Pottery. They also used books made 
impressions on flat bricks of wet of Vegetable fibres. Though the 
clay. These are known as Mayan system was a 
cuneiform letters/inumerals. The contemporary of the 
Babylonian numerals are shown 
below 

1 2 3 























he Egyptian system of 

numerals/writing is known as 
Hieroglyphics. These writings are 
found on the inner walls of the 
ancient Egyptian monuments. Hie 
roglyphic numbers look different 
from the Hieroglyphic alphabets. 


‘The numerals are easily decip- 
herable ‘empared to the writings 


























Egyptian system, 
theirs was’ much 
superior to that of 
the Egyptians. The 
Mayans used the 
‘concept of zero. (It was 
only a 1,000 years later, 
that the Europeans came 
to know of the zero from 
India.) The Mayans used 
dots, bars and zero to 
depict numerals. Some of 
the Mayan numerals are 
shown in the figure below. 

1 












ALPHABETS AS 
NUMERALS: 

The Greeks and the Hebrews 
used their alphabets to 
represent the numerals, In 
addition to the twenty-four 













alphabets, the Greeks used three 
symbols to complete their system 
of numerals. Numbers upto nine 
were represented by the first nine 
alphabets, the tens, from ten to 
ninety were represented by the 
next nine alphabets and the 
remaining six alphabets. 

Three symbols were used to 
depict the hundreds from one 
hundred to nine hundred. A bar/ 
line preceding the first nine letters 
(i.e. 1to9) denoted the thousands, 
from one thousand to nine 
thousand. The Hebrew system was 
similar to the Greek system, 

‘The Romans used alphabets to 
a limited extent as numerals. The 
Roman system is believed to be the 
improved version of the system of 
used by the Etruscans, who 
inhabited Italy in ancient times, In 
the Roman system, the smaller 
number preceding the bigger 
number represents the number 
that is the difference between the 
two numbers, and the bigger 
number followed by the smaller 
number stands for the 
number that is the sum 
of the two numbers. 
‘The simple example is 
the numeral IV (5-1=4) 


























numeral VI (5+1=6).A 
few numerals of the Roman 
system are shown here. 


I VIX X XXL LX C 
4 5 9 10 20 50 60 100 
D mM cmc 
500 1000 19,000 


MODERN NUMERALS : 
he modern 
numerals 

the Hindu-Arabie system. This 

system originally evolved in India 
and was later adopted by the 

Arabs. It was uniquely developed 

in ancient India at a time when 

rod symbols were used by the other 
two ancient civilisations of Asia, 
namely, China and Japan 

Hinduism seemed to know the use 

of zero even before the Mayans 

used them. It was referred to as 

Shunya in Sanskrit texts. The 

Arabs called it Sifer and it came to 

be known as Cipher in English 

jough the concept of zero was 
adopted by the European countries 
around the 10th century, the term 

‘zero’ came into use only in the 15th 

century. The term is the derivative 

sau 





















of the Latin 
word for zero, 

Zephirum. The ancient 
Hindu-Arabie numerals 


are shown below. 
19 44% 


1a, 7, 8s 9 


The present system of 
numerals is the Decimal 
system. Decem in Latin 
means ten and ten is the 
basis of this system. The 
place value of a digit is 
determined by the 
multiples of ten and a 
dot called the decimal 
point is used. 










JAYASHREE, 
SARANATHAN 
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Page 25, Doggy World! 








DESK CALENDAR! 





0, the centre-spread 
is a desk calendar to be 
cut and pasted on a 
sheet of hardboard. It is 
based on a calendar 
sent by Vipin Mohan, 
aged 13, D.A.V. Boy's 

S.S.S., Madras. 
Illustration : KALA 
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IGEONS RAISED ON MILIC 


milk, Pigeons named ‘TURTLE 
DOVES’, drink milk from both their 
mother and father. ‘The milk comes 
from the back of the adult pigeon's 
throat, The babies push their beaks 
down the parent’s throats, to get at 
the milk, 

For a few days after the pigeon 
chicks are hatched, the parents feed 
them on their own milk.. ‘This 
subtance that comes from the bird's 
crop, a pouch-like enlargementclose 
to the bird's throat, where food is 
stored after partial digestion 
Sometimes, the mother eares for the 
chicks, sometimes it is the father's 
duty; sometimes both parents share 
the duty, 





B, Mahalakshmi and 
‘TK. Lakshmi, Salem - 16 


j 
a 


Professor : Before we begin the 


test, are there any questions? 
Raju : What's the name of this 


course? 


‘Teacher : What is difference 

between lightning and electricity! 

Meena : You don't have to pay 
for lightning, miss! 

L. Ravindar, 

Madurai - 10. 














CHEMICAL TALK! 









advertisement 18 i 
JOKES COMPETITION 


LT. sow a funny 
¥ tama of today's 
Make 1 





the ‘classified’ © 

newspaper. It sald 
WANTED + 

COOKER : An old lady cooker 


prtarbty TAMIA! 
Tave come across a Rice Cooker, Ss 
anteger bat never 8188 00K end 
y us yo 
Haave you? a your best 
i ssnradana, aged 12+ at Olah it gh, acliten 
nose a tompetition for 


jot 
fiio02, J0Kes. The best of them will be 





added as catalysts, the reaction may 
goa step further, resulting ina “GET, 
OUT" as the product. 

(2) When produced in 
abundance, it produces a high 
temperature in teachers. 

(3) When boiling hot, séolding is, 
added to a. Bumper, and it 
immediately produces a new 
substance known as ‘Tears’ 

EQUATION : Laughter + red hot 


‘CHEMICAL PROPERTIES : (1) 
When combined with noise, it 
produces scolding. 

EQUATION: Laughter + noise = 
scolding. 

It mischievous students are 









there 

laugh! iia 
: Surely Sun would 

published in our forthcoming S#tshv. 
issues, and will receive prizes oes 
tect Even by fen moons 

So, try your luck! You may | We woud, 
laugh your way toa prize! Ed. 
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“Ft needs a lot of patience and 
# hard work to nurse a sick 
person to health. So how come, 
so many young men and women 
take up nursing as their profession? 
Nursing today, is more than just 
a lot of love, care and patience. It 
needs professional 
training to handle all ym 
the expensive and 
sensitive equipment that 
are used in hospitals 
today. But the first 
nurses in history were 
untrained. 





[ong before Florence 
AANightingale began her 
Nursing School in 1860, 
‘nurses’ were mostly nuns, or 
religious orders, who took up 
nursing as their vocation 
There were midwives, who 


helped deliver babies in homes, for 
there were no hospitals then. In 
India too, though there were vaids 
or doctors, but there were no nurses 
as such to help a patient to recovery. 

In the nineteenth century, the 
Crimean War saw great loss of life, 
Florence Nightingale, 























































































an Englishwoman, took her 
a small band of women, to 
nurse wounded soldiers at 
a hospital on the 
warfront. When Florence 
returned after the war, 
she began a Nursing 
School at the St 
Thomas's Hospital in 
London. That was the first 
ever nursing sehool in history, The 
methods of training set by Florence 
Nightin- gale have been followed in 
nursing schools all over the world 








the poorer countries of the 

world, nurses are trained to 
prevent sickness as well as nursing 
the sick. The WHO (World Health 
Organisation) sends many trained 
nurses to poor, undeveloped 
countries to teach the people health 
and hygeine. 

Nursing has branched into 
specialised fields, just as medicine 
has today. There are nurses 
specialised in geriatrics (care for 
the elderly), Registered Mental 


Nurses who look after the 
mentally ill, nurses who are 
trained to take care of the 
mentally handicapped, ete. 
‘Today's nurse is also trained 
to use the various advanced 
equipment that are used in 
hospitals and nursing 
homes. 





‘aun 











Nw 8 are needed all 
over the world where there 


are wars, epidemics or natural 





Trainee nurses from 
developing countries go abroad for 
advanced studies, 

A nurse wears a spotless white 
uniform with a cap on her head, She 
is always neat and tidy, because her 
patients always run the risk of 
infection, In India, many nurses 
wear white saris instead ofa frock 

Nursing has definitely come a 
long way since the days of Florence 
Nightingale, What would a hospital 
do without nurses? 














SANDHYA SRIDHAR 















T« is a mineral — the softest known to man. It 
can be easily scratched with a finger nail. It 

is made up of tiny scales of magnesium. ‘Tule is most 
silvery white in colour, Sometimes, it may be a delicate 
green too. Tale is the 


aocucoe A Wart ie TALKtoyou 


powders, But tale has 
many more important 
uses besides forming the 
base for body powders, 
Solid tale is called ‘Soap. 
stone’. In this form, it is 
usually grayish or greenish in 
colour, and is very soft and 
greasy to touch. Often it has 
brown spots. 
‘The best quality tale 
comes from Piedmont in 
Italy. There is more tale 
along the Atlantic coast 
in the U.S.A, than 
in all the rest 
of the 
world. 





SNIPPETS 








Sorceress resist ordinary heat and can be shaped 


easily. They are widely used in making house- 
hold utensils. For this reason, soap-stones are also 
called ‘Pot-stones’. Cooking utensils, parts of stoves 
laundry tubs, sinks, etc. are made from soap-stones. 
Soap-stones harden at high temperatures. So it is 
used for lining furnaces. Slabs of soap-stone are used for 
acid tanks in laboratories. As it is a very poor conductor 
of electricity, it is used as a base for switchboards and 
electrical insulators. 
Soap-stones were known to our ancestors too. Many 
primitive people shaped vessels out of them. Ancient 
Egyptions carved charms out of soapstones and glazed them. 
‘About 75% of the tale processed in the world goes into the 
manufacture of paints, glazed tiles, ceramic products, roofing, 
paper and rubber. Soap-stones, inspite of being so soft and soapy, 
are indeed very versatile in their uses. 


CANNIBALS 255 pne 


. snibaism seating numantesh 
is revolting evento think oft. Yet. 
this cult has existed as a practise among € 

certain people, and may stil exist 
: ee 

among primitive tribes! 

Cannibalism 4s « 
practised not because . 
the people realish 
eating human 


flesh. but cos 








SNIPPETS 












aS a part of religious rites and sacred 
observance. Primitives believed that 
aman acquires the spirit of whatever 
he eats. Ife eats a lion, he becomes 
lior-hearted: if he eats a deer, he can 
runas fast as a deer: if he eats a fox, 
he becomes as cunning as a fox, etc. 


ertain tribes in East india long 

ago, ate their parents because 
they loved and honoured them! The 
more they respected their parents, 
the more anxious they were to eat 
them! 

Same primitive tribes had the 
custom. of eating criminals 
condemned to death. Still, they 
‘would not eat person who died a 
natural death. Their logical 
explanation for this goes thus — the 
criminal had offended the law of 


God and must be offered as a 


sacrifice to the God. It was a 
common practice to eat, or at least 
taste, all the things that are offered 
to God. The same thing had to be 
done — even if the offering was a 
human body. 


he word ‘Cannibal’ comes from 

‘Caniba’ or ‘Carib’, the name of 
the West Indian vibes, among 
whom Spaniards first noticed the 
custom of eating human flesh! 

Some of the early North 
Americans also practised cannibalism 
asa part of their religious rites, 

We can never be sure whether 
cannibalism is still practised now 
among certain tribes or not — 
though it is believed to exist in the 
interior of New Guinea, 


VISALAKSHI RAMANI 





1. Faint heart never wins. 
2. There are many a slp. 

+3. Cut your coat according to... 
vin proves the rule. 

B. conn tailors make a man. 








10. Even a fy has... 

11. One grain of pepper is 
Worth essen 

12. Use your wit asa buckler. 
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POETRY 


I. thought on my way 
School re-opening means hard 
days, 
A time to forget all films and 
plays, 
That we watched in the month 
of May, 
And the fun we had in the zoo, 
and at the bay. 


Bu school’s fun 


When work's done 
And its time to play in the sun 
With a hop, skip and run. 


Preethi Bashyam, 
Mysore - 570 012. 





You ne 
ra SCRAMBLED EGGS 
A little milk Reduce the heat and cook over low heat until 
Salt to taste the mixture sets a little. Stir the mixture in 
Pepper the pan until it is soft and creamy. Serve on 
2 tablespoons toast. 

butter N.C. Chandana, aged 15, 


How to make it: Bangalore - 84. 


“Beat the eggs 
lightly. Add milk, 
salt, and pepper 
and stir. Melt the 
butter in a pan 
over moderate 
heat. Take care 
not to overheat as 
the butter will 
turn brown. Add 
the egg mixture. 





WI WHAT A DRARK 
WOULD or BE 
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STORIESTROM-OUR, 
READERS 


NCE there was a small 
sparrow called Gundu Gubbi. He 
lived in a mango tree in Radhika’s 
garden, Radhika was a little girl 
and Gundu Gubbi liked her very 
much. 

Gundu Gubbi had five friends. 
‘They were :- 


Sparrow. 
“Til give 
her a few 


- GUBBI 





Crow, 
Minnie Parrot, Winnie Parrot and 
Pallavi Cuckoo, 


Ww and Minnie who were 

twins, flew up to Gundu. 
isten Gundu,” said Winnie. 
“Minnie heard Radhika’s mother 
her birthday next week.” 
hen?” cried Gundu excitedly 
for he was very fond of Radhika. 
“On the 25th,” replied Minnie, 
“Minnie and I are thinking of 
giving her a scarf,” said Winnie. 
“I'm giving her a mango,” said 
Skinny 














ANID) 1 cn 


{i 














sweets,” said Pallavi Cuckoo, 
“Till give her a comb, I have,” 
said Caw-Caw Crow, “It’s a ne 
one and I haven't used it at all.” 
Gundu Gubbi sat silently, 
listening to all this. 
“What are you giving Radhika, 
Gundu?” asked Pallavi curiously. 
“[ want to give her something 
special,” said Gundu Gubbi. “Ah! 
T've got it!” 





efore the others could even 
blink their eyes, he flew off. 





Gundu flew to Bharath’s room. 
Bharat was Radhika’s elder 
brother. Gundu Gubbi whispered 
to Bharath. Bharath nodded his 
head, “Yos, that's really a good 
idea Gundu, I'll come right now,” 
he said 

Soon there was a sound of 
hammering in the air. Every day, 
Bharath and Gundu would di 
appear together for some time. 





oon it was Radhika’s birthday. 
Radhika’s mother had baked 





a:delicious chocolate cake for the 
party to which all of her friends 
and cousins were invited. 

Shriram, Radhika’s cousin was 
the first to arrive. “Happy 
birthday ‘Akka Mani,” he said 
hugging her. 

ust then, Gundu Gubbi and his 
friends flew in. All of them except 
Gundu gave her their presents. 

“Radhika,” said Bharath 
“Come and see what Gundu and 
Thave made for you.” He dragged 
her over to the broadest tree in 
the garden. There were roughly 
made wooden steps leading up 
the tree, Radhika climbed up and 
everyone followed curiously. 





nd there — built on the broad 
£\ branches was a sturdy little 
tree-house with a sloping roof and 
three walls. It was decorated with 
balloons and strips of paper, and 


in the centre was an enormous 
chocolate cake and a big card. 
Radhika was very happy. She 
hugged Bharath and Gundu. 

“Hey!” gasped Bharath. 
“Enough, enough! Let’s welcome 
your guests.” 

Soon there was a sound of 
laughing and chattering in the air 
accompanied by chirps and 
squawks, Gundu Gubbi and his 
friends had a mangificient tea of 
cake and bird seeds. 

Can you guess who got the 
biggest piece of cake? 

Why, Gundu Gubbi of course! 

Radhika M. Siravara, 

aged 9, 
Sri Aurobindo Memorial 
School, Bangalore - 560 078. 





Spreading far and wide 
Reaching the sky 
From dawn to dusk 
] With ships sailing by 
And dolfins jumping high. 


Revathi, 
Bombay - 89. 
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Sidaight 
Vath 


T ivein Raja 
street, in the busy T, 
Nagar area of Madras. 
‘There are two mar 


riage halls, one hotel and a lodge, \J 

and one building being constructed W 1) 

on that street. I hear noise from RY 
morning to night. T wane 

silence, but I hardly ever 1 
aS 


I wake up every morn- And finally, when ie 
ng to the slakas and music is quice and still late at night, 
that my mother plays on her tape there is always the lone late auto, 

recorder, followed by the whistle of crackling its way down the road. As 

















the milk-cooker, Then mixies you toss in your bed, the neighbour 
begin grinding continuously, in one switches on his A.C. 
flac after another. Growl. grrhre 

I step out of our block of fats (© Noise, noise everywhere, 
the honking and bleating of traffic, Where is silence? 
and the wail of madaswarams* from 
the two Aalyana mandapams*, In R. Vidya Varuna, aged 12, 
the evenings, there is light music Holy Angels Convent, 
played in these halls - and we hear Madras, 





the same ‘Mukabla’, ‘Hamma’ and 
“Take it easy’, time after time. "The 
construction site troubles me with 
noise throughout the day, And our 
flats seem to be populated with 
“V. addiets who can’t bear t6 
switch off their sets 

Even at night, there is no peace, 
Pets and stray dogs bark from time 
totime. ‘There are the impatient 
honks of cars, waiting for gates to 
be opened. Vehicles go in and out 
of the lodge all the time, 



















t was a huge Alphonso 
mango tree. It was a 
part of large orchard. The climate had 
been just right that year, and the tree was 
full of teeny-weeny mangoes, They were a 
sprightly lot, and were growing fast. ‘They 
were eager to see the world. They used to bob up 
and down with the wind, to have a glimpse of the 
world around them. 
‘The last little mango to be born was Tiny. He was a 
grumbly, sulky child, who found fault with everything. 
“Oh, the bees are stinging me!” he used to cry. 
“Oh! The sun rays are roasting me alive!” What a fuss 
he made! At night, he grumbled about the bitter cold! 
“Oh Tiny!” his brothers and sisters would would say, “You 
should learn to enjoy life as it comes.” 
But Tiny was adamant, and refused to change. The tree 
enjoyed these fights and rustled with laughter. After all, 
Tiny was his 


youngest child! 

He was bound to. 

be a bit spoilt! 
Sz e 


assumed the sizes of large lemons, and the great 
plundering began. Boys armed with stones and sling 
shots, entered the orchard and aimed at the greenies, 
The poor things fell 
down with resounding 
thuds, and the boys 
rushed to collect the 
raw mangoes, Astone 
brushed past Tiny, and 
he cried in agony. 
“They are all set to 
destroy me, kill me! 
And now I am per- 
manently disfigured!” 

























he sobbed. Luckily when a stone hit him, the 
force pushed him behind a cluster of leaves 
and twigs, and he got stuck there. He escaped 
with a small sear, 

“Ah, safe at last. 
Bah! This is a wicked 
world! I wish I were 
never born! I'll never 
leave my father, Ifthe 
world is so wicked I'll 
never grow up.” Tiny 
grumbled, 

“Don't say that 
Tiny,” the tree soothed hi will have to grow up. Some of you 
will be eaten, some made into juice, some into pickles... And some of 
you will be planted to sprout into huge mango trees.” 

“No,” said Tiny stubbornly, “Tl never grow up. T'l never turn yellow! f 
Til never sprout.” 


ys and months passed. The greenies; 
‘were no longer small, but were full-grown. 
Alphonsoes. One day, a few monkeys wandered 
into the orchard, and picked a lot of green J 


mangoes, Ramu, the owner of the orchard, 
and his security men had a tough time shooing off the 
monkeys, 

“It’s time to pick the fruit,” Ramu declared, The next 
day, many fruit-pickers came and picked most of the 
mangoes. Tiny was in his hidey-hole, and thus 
escaped attention, 

A few days passed. Tiny began to feel lonely 
without his brothers. But he still said that he 
would never turn ripe. But to his horror, he 
found himself turning yellow. 

“Oh no! T'll cling to my stem so that I 
don't fall down and meet my doom," Tiny 
decided, ff 

The tree decided that it was time for 




















him to intervene. “Tiny, don't 
carry things too far. However 
hard you wish otherwise, you will 
become ripe. You can't stop things 
from happening. If you cling to 
me, you will ripen, then turn 
rotten. Think about it.” 

‘Tiny thought about it. Then he 
sighed, and let go of the stem. He 
landed on the ground with a 
‘plop’. 


little girl walking through 
‘the orchard with her mother, 
found him. 
“Oh, ma!" she cried, “Look what 
T’ve found!” 
“Ah! A ripe mango,"her mother 
he 








commented and sniffed at it, “It's 
ripe—just ripe. Better eat it up, 
or it will lose its taste.” 

Soni, the little girl, washed 
Tiny, and her mother cut him with 
a knife. Had it been our old Tiny, 
he would have said, “Oh! I am 
dead.” But all he thought was, 
“My life has begun.” 

“Ma, the mango is very sweet!” 
Soni exclaimed. “It is the best I 
have tasted so far. What shall I 
do with the seed?” 

“Why don't you plant it?” 
suggested her mother, “Perhaps it, 
will sprout and grow into a large 
mango tree, which will yield sweet 
fruits.” 

“Ah! They are praising me,” 
thought Tiny. 


oni washed the seed and 

rushed to the backyard. She 
dug a small pit, and buried Tiny 
in it. Tiny was tired, and rested 
for the two summer months, 

'll grow like my father, and 
bear many mangoes for children 
like Soni,” was his only thought. 

Soon ‘Tiny was bursting with 
evergy, and could no longer 
contain himself. The thick 
covering of the seed broke, and 
out came the tender shoot. 

“Ah it's so nice to breathe fresh 
air. Good morning everybody. Life 
has just begun!” 


MALVIKA DEKHANE 











CONTRAST 


A face, pale, gy ond pat 
Lege from ay cory room 

The wind blow ratings the elie window 
‘Naan | aw vocepting his doom. 








Tee hac» piece of bread and three coing, 
Hair ile with sud and cre with sil 
‘Norn trouser und a ithy ha, 
Under a tree, beside w lamp 








at 





Hora blew alronger, and Uhe i 
powrec 

He crouched with no tore tears Lo hed 

le ate the dinner und alept 

(On the road cay, dity and wet 


On ay couch I rectined 

Put on ay qui to wake me fne, 
The Gackdeas of Sloep crept i 
{ doeant, | won with ‘litle BoBeep! 








. Hrikrupa, aged 14, 
Cluny Convent High School, 


Bangalore, 


‘We jive in Bangalore, and stn. He just kept going. 
Usually take the city buses to 
‘commute from one place to 
ther. But that day, my mother 
was not feeling too well, and we 
thought of returning home in an 
autorickshaw. We hailed an 


tu, led kan com, Po ened a 


.. led, but my mother did not let go of the 
food we sere new to Banat » Sota Hd Norns bv tel Wk 
‘on which we had to travel. So, at once, and paid him, 

We were quite horiied when we Alto drivers are people too, and | am 
suddenly discovered that we Su"prised that they behave this way. My. 
were on the outskirts of Mother and | now think twice before we 








We looked around us. The area was 
mostly deserted, and there was no soul 
We could shout to, for help. . Then my, 
mother did something very bold. Sho 
grabbed the collar ofthe driver's shin and 
pulled with all her might, 








Bangalore, board an auto again. 
“Stop.stop!" my mother told Y. Prashanth, aged 16, 
the auto diver. But he did not Bangalore 10. 
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Fishy FAcTS 
6 GTP mpossibles” says Ranjan, 
my eight-year-old nephew, 
when I ask him, “Do you 
know of any living creature that bas 
threo heart?” Bo adde, “I-don't 
believe you. Why should any animal 
have two hearts too many? One heart 
isall chat man has. Mun, you told me, 
is God's finest creation. Why should 
God pve three hearts to any animal? 
‘That doesn't make sense,” 
Pach" Tlesply “i amaeger den 
fiction." 
“Out with your weird fact, then,” 
my nephew challenges me. 
“Have you heard of the cuttlefish?” 
Task, 
“When caught, cooked and served,/Can 


ONE 





this creature you caltenttlfish With allits 
hearts well-preseroed.|Turn into a truly 
delicious dish?” Ranjan is good at 
producing instant rhymes. 
“How can Tsay? 
vegetarians,” T point out. 


2 demattn We ure 
tarians, We eat cakes, pastries, 
und, at time, when the doctor orders, 
half-boiled eggs too. But, f Auow/when 
served fish must say NO,/Hoswever tasty 
be the dish, Don'c you agree?” Ranjan 
stuns me with yet unother verse. 

“Want to hear about this strange 
animal with three hearts? Or..." [lee 
my eyes lock into his. 

“OF course," Ranjan chooses co be 
brief 

“The culleefish iss 


We 


are 











cousin of the octopus and the squid,” 
1 tell him, 

“So he has eight legs and can be as 
nasty as the squid, with its blinding 
darts,” Ranjan remarks. 
‘Yes. All three belon, 
of CEPHELOPHODA. 
animals. They are found neat the 
coast,” I explain. 

“So man can catch them easily and 








othe 





rmily 





Phey are sea 





oun 





neal of them,” Ranjan quips. 
"If that be so, the cuttlefish is truly 
T note, 


66 YW Penitcomestnseesncs 
I give credit co the hoe do 
If feeds the mouth that bites it, 
Ranjan repeats a joke we had shared 
some time back 
hat's carrying coal to New- 
castle," I snipe 
Has not God given two extra 

tothe eurtlefish? Would you tick 
off God, say He is carrying too many 
heartsto the cuttlefish?" Ranjan raises 
a point. 

“Do you really want to know about 
the cuttlefish?” I sound exasperated. 




























fumbles. 
“A member of the 
nobility... Well, the blood 
gets the bluish tinge from 
the copper in it. ‘The’ 
‘octopus and the squid 
have blue blood too.” 
“Very interesting,” 
Ranjan grins, 


66 T tsbody is brown in 

colour. Colourful 
bands and purple spots 
are found all over it. Teis 
soft to touch. So, t0 pro= 
tect itself, the cuttlefish 
hhas an outer coat. Ie is a 
special kind of sac. This 
sacis called the mantle. Te 
haseightarms. Itsquirtsa black liquid 
when the enemy chases it, This blinds 
the enemy. ‘The cuttlefish thus gets 





time to escape. And, believe it or not, 
it can change its colour to suit the 
background," I tell him, 





Fantastic!” Ranjan claps his hands. 
“The most fantastic fact is this. The 
cuttlefish has three hearts. TWo of them. 
are found at the base of the gills. These 
two hearts pump impure blood into the 
gills The gills draw in oxygen. The blood 
ets purified and moves to the third heart 
orthe central heart. This heart pumps the 
purified blood to the various organs," I 
expl 
“Here is a verse for you," says 
Ranjan, and sings: 








“OF course.” “T can change my colour, 
Everythingaboutthe cuttlefish is Ad J Aave chree hearts in me 
odd. ‘Take its name, forexample. Icis 9 Chameleon, you may change your 
not a fish, but a mollusc. Its blood is colott, 
not red in colour. Ie is eruly blue- But fell me, how many hearts have 
blooded," I ell Ranjan, the?” 
That makes it a...” Ranjan R.K. MURTHI 
TRiindoftest foodie the buyer. Nine’ 73 





the window. Where were these guys? They had 

promised fo be there on the dot of seven. Buti 
Was eight o'clock, and there was no sign of hem. 
was restless, and I paced the room. The guitar lay 
neglected on the bed. Where were these guys? 

Suddenly | heard voices, laughter, and the jangle 
of cycle bel, They had come at last | grabbed the 
guitar and ran downstairs caling out, “Amma! The 
{gang has come. lam leaving. give you acall when 
Teach Amits place.” 


coumimer® 


i= « beauiful ful: moon night. | peered out of 


“Tryto beas goodas you 
can,” mother came out of 
‘the kitchen with a smile on 
her face, “And don? get up 
‘ond go away as soon as 
you guys have dinner. Help 
Amis mother clear up...” 

“Ofcourse, ma,” Ireplied 
iin my ‘world-weary voice, 
“What do you think | am?" 

“My good litle son, what 
else?” my mother replied 
with laughter in her voice, 
cand came up to me ond 
kissed me on the cheek. 

Just my luck, Amit 
opened the door to comein, 
nd all the guys waiting 
outside saw the kiss. | 
grinned sheepishly. A how! 
ofmerriment hit my red, red 
ears, and Amit grinned as 
he soid, “Hello aunty! 
Ready, Rajan?” 

| frowned at my mum 
‘ond went out, shutiing the 
front door behind me. 


AA Ap hoo!” Shankar 
whistled, “Your 
mum kissed you, eh? 
Mama's baby!” 
| angrily brushed his 
taunt aside and tried fo 
change the subject 


EE +7 Horror Story 


"Won't your parents me on the cheek? Mothers have a perfect right to 
mind the noise, Amit?” | kiss their children..... But | wished she had not done 
asked him. itright then, in front of all the guys 

“No,” Amit grinned back 
at me, “Ive set up the shed he gang was going over to Amit's house to 
for us to practise in, And | practise for the inter-school music competition, 
‘am not my mama's baby We were staying there for dinner and forthe night, 
‘anyway! She does not kiss _as our parents had decided that t would be too late 
me and feed me and.." for us to come back home on our own. Since 

| gave up. Leaving the tomorrow was Saturday, it was okay if we stayed 
roars of laughter behind the night and went home the next moming. 
me, | cycled ahead, — Amit’s parents were an easy-going sort. They 
ignoring the stupidjokes the never seemed to ask him to clear up his room, or go 
gang was cracking. So to sleep on time, or nag him to do his homework. 
what if my mother kissed He was the envy ofthe whole class. In keeping with 








his parent's image, Amit 
‘was easy-going too, But he 
‘was one real talented guy 
—he was a wizard on the 
guitar, the drums, the 
synthesiser..... the works! 
Never mind if he just 
managed fo pass in his 


exams, 


S: here we were, our 
gang of musicians, 
pedalling along the Three 
Graveyards Road, on our 
wayto Amishouse,... Hold 
il! Did | soy the The 
Graveyards Road? Yes, we 








were on that weird road... | 
stopped, for a chill of fear struck 
‘me, and I turned to see ifthe other 
guys were coming too. | could 
hear their voices around the bend. 
|just hoped that they would come 
fast! 

‘looked oround me, The road 
was so called because it was 
levelled and laid over what had 
been a vast graveyard and 
> cremation ground. The road 
bisected into two at one point, 
Cutting the land so that the one 
‘graveyard was now three pieces 
of land. And | had stopped right 
at the place where the roads 
bifurcated, 


Thad heard eerie stories about this road, A 


headless body being found... A missing person... 

drops of blood on the road..... oh, the usual ones | 
guess, that build up the reputation of any scary place, 
There, my friends had turned the bend, and | smiled 
in relief. 

Out of the corner of my eye, | saw a head rise 
from the blackness, relieved only by our cycle lamps, 
The head rose above the darkness, and began to 
‘move. sighed in reliet. it was only a dog, 

“e's make it snappy," fold the gang, "Ths is an 
eerie place.” 

“Ha, ho," laughed Santosh, “Baby is afraid of dark 
graveyards,” 


omething must have warned me, a sixth sense, 
perhaps, for | turned in the direction, where 


‘onus 


Ihad seen the dog before. There were three dogs 
now, quietly advancing upon us. And before my 
horrified eyes, | saw more doggie heads, one 
by one, rising out of the darkness of the 
graveyard. 

“Look!” | pointed out in a hushed fone. The 
‘gong, who had stopped beside me, tumed to 
look. And as we watched horrified, | counted 
more than ten dogs out there. 

“Runt shouted Amit, who had a healthy 
sense of self-preservation, “Get moving guys, 
Move!” 

‘Amit had come right behind 
the whole gang, and as he tried 
to get the others moving, there 
wos a mad scramble. 

"Why?" somebody asked the 
eternal silly question, j 

“Move idiots!" shouted Amit, 
“That's a hunting pack!” 

That's when enlightenment 
downed on the whole lot of us, 
Bikes moved and sped through 
the road, tuned to look. The pack 
‘of dogs was moving faster too, 
and they were coming right 
behind us! 


| can't tell you how scared 
wewere, Icould smell the 
collective fear emnating from our 
fleeing group. 

| couldn't believe it! That was 
whole pack of dogs there, 
chasing us for their dinner! Did 
these things happen now? Didn't 





they belong to those ancient 
wild days? The wind wooshed 
Past my face as | pedalled on, 
‘my breath coming in gasps, my 
mouth dry in fear 
“Aagagacaaa!” that was 
Amits voice screaming away 
through the sfill night, All of us 
fumed to look, even in our haste. 
One dog had caught up with 
him, and was sniping at his 





ankles. | looked again 
Blood was dripping on the 
road, from Amit’s leg! 
Then, os suddenly as 
ithad come, the fear left 


me. 

“Pedal faster, Amit!" | 
shouted. 

‘My yell of encourage- 
ment had its effect. Amit 
pedalled so fast that he 
sped past the whole lot of 
us, and before our amazed 
eyes, vanished round the 
bend that was emerging in 
front of us. 

We shot round the bend, 
@ panting ond frightened 
group, and emerged on to 
well-lit street. | stopped 
cand looked behind, No sign 
of the dogs. But | cought 
sight of two gleaming eyes, 
staring at us from the 
darkness, just where the 
bend curved, 

Amit was nowhere fo be 
seen. We had a quick 
whispered conference, 
when we decided that Amit 
may have reached home 
afer cl 

We reached Amit's 
house, It was ablaze with 
light. Amis mother came to 
the door, just as we 


8 


reached 
“What happened?" she asked us, “Amit ron 
into the house screaming in teror. What happen 
ed?” 
We exchanged looks. Not a word was uiered. 
We went in and drank several botles of water. Then 
Santosh fold Amits mother the whole story. 


he episode of the dogs created a furore in our 
town. The place of the three graveyards 

had alwoys been thought of as haunted, : 
but... dogs? We were questioned 
‘again and again by 
many people. Some 
of them even 
thought that the 
whole thing was 
@ product of 
our fertile teen- 
age imagina- 
tions. We 
were all quite 
indignant 
when we 
heard that! 

Anyway, 
nobody else 
saw the dogs 
at the Three 
Graveyards 
Then one even- 
ing, as we were 
going towards 
Amit's house (we 
took a different 
route, a longer one, 


oxo 












but an infinitely better one], we saw a crowd 
gathered at the point where the road turned off 
fowards the Three Graveyard. We exchanged looks, 
and our hearts beating fost, we ran towards the 
crowd, 


man in a /ungiand banyan was explaining 

tothe crowd, with horror in his eyes, “And 

then, before my eyes, 

he vanished! He was, 

shouting, the dogs, 

% the dogs, and 

was yelling and 

screaming and 

jerking his body os 

if the dogs were 
biting him...” 

A chill went 
through my heart. | 
turned to a man 
standing next to 

me and asked, 
“What is he talking 
about?” 

“Oh, it's that 
dogs business,” 
said the man, 

~ “Remember the 
boys who had 
escaped from 
the dogs? Ap- 
parently, the 
| milkman was 
walking through 
the road, and he 


soxtminr® 






‘saw the dogs too. He yell 
ed so much, that many 
of us ran to see what's 
happening. The milkman 
was running down the 
road as if he were crazy. 
He kept screaming that 
the dogs were after him, 
and that the dogs were 
biting him. But we saw 
nothing..... Nobody went 
Near him to save him..... 
The poor man then fell 
down on the road as if in 
pain, ond then he 
vonished! And look there 
— all that is left to show 
he was there, is the drops 
of blood on the road!” 


ie rest of the guys 
were now standing 
‘round listening to the 
man’s tale. We craned 
our necks to look. Sure 
enough, there were 
small patches of dark 
stains. We all looked 
at each other — the 
unspoken —_ thought 
hanging in the air — 
what an escape we had 
had! 


‘SANDHYA SRIDHAR 









twas the January of 
] 1995. A circular came 
to our school from the 
radio at Ooty. 
It said that co-operative 
lessons were being broad- 
cast from 27.1.95. Our 


class teacher read out the circular in 
class and said, “It will be good for you 
if you listen to these broadcasts and 
Participate in them.” Many students, 
including me, enrolled our names for 
these broadcasts, 

Soon, on the 27th, the first lesson, 
co-operative societies, was broadcast 
over radio. 


he lessons were broadcast on 
Tuesdays and Fridays every week. 
There were thirty-two lessons in all. In 
May, they asked us some questions, 







and told us to send 
in the answers, | 
found out the 

answers in a week 

and sent them over 
to the radio station 
at Oayy. 

Then, | waited 
for the results to 
come. 

In the third 
week of August, | 
received a letter 
from the radio 
station. Fifty 
students who had 
answered cor- 
rectly, had been 
selected from the 
Nilgiris, The letter 

said that | was one 
of them, | was 
to an 


attend 

interview to be held at the Co- 

# operative Guest House, Ooty, on 
26.8.'95. 





nly thirty-nine students were 

present on that day, We were 
give question papers, and were asked 
to answer. 

An hour later, the results were 
announced. Guess who the topper 
was? Me! | was overjoyed! 

It was an unforgettable day in my 
lite 


J. Bettina, aged 13, 
Gell Memorial GH.SS., 
Ootacamund, 











on't be sur 
prised by 

this strange title 

As you know it did 





take place on the 
24th of October, the 
day of the total Solar 
Eclipse 
covered completely, and 
the 
Wait... let me explain this to 
you in detail 

We know that the 
revolves around the sun, and the 
moon revolves around the earth. 
So at a particular time, the sun, 
the moon and the earth are in a 
straight line. The moon being in 
the centre, blocks our view of the 
sun, and we experience darkness 
‘The moon is actually 400 times 


ON 
A 
The sun was 


was total darkness, 





earth 








SUNNY 


smaller than the sun, but we see 
the moon covering the sun, 
because it is 400 times closer to 
us than the sun. The above 
phenomenon is called a “Total 
Solar Eclipse’ 


hen the ratio of moon-to- 
sun diametre is more than 





one, some parts of the earth 
experience total darkness for a 
few minutes, when the sun is 






hidden behind the moon. Thi 
known as “Total Solar Eclipse’. 

But when the ratio is less than 
one, the moon covers only the 
central part of the sun, leaving 
behind a solar ring. This kind of 
eclipse is called ‘ANNULAR 
SOLAR ECLIPSE’. (‘annulus’ 
means ‘ring’in latin). 













A total solar eclipse occured 
on the 24th of October last 
year. While a partial eclipse 
was seen all over India, the 
total solar eclipse was seen by 
people in a narrow band 
stretching over North India, 
We (my family) decided to go 
to Fatehpur Sikri to see the 
eclipse. 


WY c Planned the trip well 
in advance. I collected 
information about the eclipse 
from various newspapers and 
magazines. I also went to the 
Nehru Planetarium to buy solar 
filters aproved by the ISRO 
(Indian Space Research Organi- 
sation), 

(Ifwe watch an eclipse without 
the filter, harmful invisible rays 
from the sun may damage the 
retina of the eye and may even 
lead to blindness!) 

When we reached Fatehpur 
Sikri, I was surprised to see 
thousands of people who had 
come from the nooks and 
corners of India to see this 
rare, celestial spectacle 
Many scientists had also 
come with their telescopes, 
‘There were some foreigners 
too. 
Everyone was excited. It 
was a bright sunny morning 
with a clear sky. At around 
7.30pm, the moon started to 
block out the view of the sun. 


As the eclipse neared totality, 
there was a sudden drop in the 
temperature, and chilly winds 
began to blow, What a sudden 
darkness on such a bright stany 
day! The birds were also scurrying 
to their nests, And the long 
awaited moment came! 

‘The blazing corona surrounding 
the dark ball was a beautiful 
sight. I watched in wonder and 
excitement as the bright rays of 
light shot out from the dark ball. 

Some stars and planets were 
also seen during the tutal eclipse. 


he most spectacular sight 
during the eclipse was the 
‘diamond ring’. As the first speck 
of the sun returns to view 
immediately after total eclipse, 
this spot appears larger than it 
actually is. The resultant effect 
is the formation ofthe DIAMOND 
RING, with the speck of the sun 
fas the diamond, and the inner 
corona as the ring. Though this 
Diamond Ring lasted for a very 
short time, it was the most 
magnificent sight during the 
eclipse, 
Tt was a wonderful experience. 
It was well worth travelling all 
the way from Bombay to 
Fatehpur Sikri to watch it! 





Hrishikesh Tapaswi, 
aged 12, 

New Bombay High School, 
New Bombay - 400 703. 
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Q: In which month was King Kong born’? 
AE Apert 

Malavika Varadan, aged 8, 

Sri Aurobindo Memorial School, 

Bangalore - 41. 








MYTHOLOGICAL QUIZ! 


Can you name the following? 





1. The Present: Yuga ~ 
2. Bharata's wife 
3. Ravana's sister 
4. The youngest Pandava ~ 
5. Pandu's second wife ~ 
6. Krishna's mother ~ 
7. Krighna’s brother 
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MYTHOLOGY 
n Hindu mythology, Lord Saneeshwara the goddess of the 
causes troubles for men. He rides on a crow. _ temple in the capital ity. 
Lord Sani, ashe common called, ollie This was when Lord Sani 

aman for seven and a half years in his lifetime. rs 

Forthe ist tree years he gies unig vowbie crfered Nal life. He 

and difficulty, like sudden iliness, great material 

loss, etc. The difficulties decrease as the seven ‘Tow and made away 

and a half years come to an end, and the with the jewellery. 

person's fortunes come back to him again. | When the people 

Here’s the story of a king whom Lord Sani discovered that the 

visited for the rane seven and a half Jewels had vanished, 


they blamed the 
king for it. The 
© era cenoes 
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N ala was the king of a 
small, but wealthy 

and prosperous 
kingdom, 
far, far 






Once king 
Nala collected money 
from his people, and 
used it to buy 
jewellery to 







down from the throne” Blackis said to be Lord Sani’ favourite cou My 
and went to another It is said that Lord Sani enters one’s body 
kingdom. There, he through his or her feet. That is why alll elders { 
began to workasacook wash their feet after they enter the house, 
in the palace kitchens. when they come back from a walk or a 
Later on, he even work- visit 
ed as a soldier in the 
army, Seven and a half Jn all Shiva temples, an idol of Lord Sani is 
years later, the people also worshipped. The most famous of them 
‘of his kingdom realized _ is at Thirunallaru near Karaikal. Thousands of 
their mistake and asked Hindu devotees from all over the world visit 
Nala to rule them once _ this temple on Sani Peyarchi*. Lord Saneesh- 
more. wara is mostly worshipped on Saturdays with 
offerings of gingely seeds, rice, etc. Nilayadevi 

T hough this happen- js said to be Sani's wife 

edmanyyearsago. So, beware! When you are in any 
people still believe inthis trouble, remember, Lord Sani may be the 
story. Today, in a majority cause of itll! 


of Hindushomes, 2 J. Sathyanarayanan, aged 9, and 


special black lamp is it J. Vijayalakshmi, aged 13, 
{even in my house) 


asking Lord Sani not to 
give them any trouble. 











Madras had its 
cultural event, 





November 24th last 
Published 
are excerpts 







prize-winning 
entries to the 
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“ hat makes a terrorist?" This is 

not a normal day-to-day question 
like, “Have you had a bath?”, “What is 
the time?" or “Is your grandmom at 
home?” 

Tam one of those who subscribe to the 
point of view, that terrorists are made or 
created, and not born. “What drives a 
terrorist?” A terrorist, according to the 
Websters’ Dictionary is one who is driven 
by “an urge to kill, to control, to fight for 
imaginary or real goals.” In my opinion, 
most terrorists are highly strung and on 
the border of insanity. Why else would 
anyone kill another being for any 
purpose? All of us, or almost all of us are 
born inthe same condition. Babies, after 
nine or ten month in the mother’s womb, 
with open, developing, accepting minds. 

















It is our environment that, 
to a large scale shapes our 
lives. What we learn, what we 
feel, dictates our emotions for 
the rest of our lives. In 
Kashmir, Iam sure, 
susceptible youth are drilled 
with pro-Pakistani 
propaganda, dreams of God's 
land where there is peace, 
where Allah rules, in other 
words, Azad Kashmir, They 
are placed in situations where 
they have to make a choice, 
and unfortunately some of 
them make the wrong choice. 
Each one of us has animal 
tendencies in us, Tendencies to 
fight, tendencies to kill, and so 


2S) 
on, The civilized are those who 
are able to control their 
emotions, but some of us, 
when placed in certain 
atmospheres, can lose this 
control. Politicians too, I feel, 
do exploit youth, and to some 
extent guide what they do. The 
passionate pleas of a 
revolutionist can go a long way 
in shiping a young mind. So, 
what makes a terrorist is his 
environment. 


Adhil Shetty, 






Don Bosco School, 





ora start, let me first divide the 
television into an idiot box and 
then, the information box. First, a 
situation centered around the idiot 











box. Raju, an eighth standard 
student, is seated in an awkward 





He is at the dining table, his mother 
is seated to his right, and his father, 
just opposite to him. Their stern looks 
are fixed on his crumpled face. But 
why? Well, he’s not fared well in his 
exams, and has landed with a ‘C’ 
grade. The reason, “I'm sorry Raju, 
‘you have proved to be a true partner 
to your idiot box. Now choose, either 
school, or the television.” 

‘Now, a situation centred around 
the information box. A quiz 
competition is on. Dilip, Vimal, and 
Aruna, team 'B’, are eagerly waiting 
for their question in the final round. 
‘The question is put to them —‘What 
is ...blah! blah! blah!” Dilip beams 
with joy, “I know. The same question 
came in the India Quiz yesterday on 
TV." And in a jubilant screech, 
explodes with the answer. Aminute 
ense, while the results are 
finalised. ‘The judge, announces 
grimly — ‘Team B wins’. A three- 
‘some cheer flashes out, and the three 
students are on the dias to receive 
their prizes. 

jompare the two results. Both 
students watch the ‘box, and 




















yet, each one has a different result, So 
what do we derive from this? Plainly, 
that it is not the act of watching TV., 
but the mode of watching that decides 
your immediate and yet to come 
future. And this future concerns your 
health, academic performance, and to 
avery large extent, your behaviour too, 

The television is like the human 
body. Just like how the human body 
is made of a large number of organs, 
so is the television made of useful 
information, knowledge, vulgarity, 
music, as so on. In the human body, 
we have vital, less vital and least vital 
organs. Same goes with television. It 
too has vital constituents like 
information and knowledge. Less vital 
constituents like cinema, music, and 
least vital, like vulgarity, And it is upto 
the viewer to make a perfect choice, 
lest he should consume the wrong 
portion and become either allergic or 
addicted to it. 

‘The television can surely shape 
your future for the best, only if you 
watch the right programmes, 

Choose the right programme, and 
shine in your performances. 


K, Sangita, std. XI, 
P.S.B.B.School, Madra: 
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© or she who is unhappy with the 
legal or social set-up, and tries 

to pursue his ideologies by striking 

terror in the minds of people. 


oxen 


Different reasons that help make 

a terroris 

1, Unemployment 

2, Caste System 

38. Corruption 

4, Lack of Money 

1, Unemployment : India is a 
country with about 23.2 crore 
unemployed youth. What do you 
expect these people to do? The options 
are a) to beg, b) to rob, ©) to become 
terrorist. 

2. Caste System : India is a land 
of religions, castes, sub-castes. 
People belonging to the lowest strata 
are harassed by the upper caste 
goons. Therefore, disgruntled 
youngsters become terrorists to 
avenge themselves. 

3. Corruption : From the lowest to 
the highest levels of Indian society, 
there Is corruption, Money is the real 
master, People belonging to poor 
families cannot achieve anything 
They are disgruntled and think that 
terrorism is their only hope, 

4, Money : As already said, Money 
Is the ‘real master’. Some people are 
attracted to terrorist organisations in 
the hope of becoming rich, 

‘The remedies to the above 

problem are : 

1. Good Education : People must 
be taught that they should ask not 
‘what the country has done for them, 
but should ask what they have done 
for the country’. 

2. Rehabilitation : People who 
have taken up terrorism for various 
reasons must be reformed by 
rehabilitating them. They must be 
provided with jobs and social security 

















Why did 

Godzilla eat 

Tokyo instead of 
Rome? 


‘A: Because spicy Italian food always 
‘ives him a stomach upset! 





Q: How do you know if a monster likes 
yout 
‘A: He 'l take another bite 





: Why was cinderella kicked out of 

the football team? 

‘A: She kept running away from the ball! 
Malavika Varadan, aged 8 





Bangalore - 41 





“I 

want my birthday to be very, 
very memorable,” commented 
Sitara majestically, watching as 
Navya and I struggled to prepare 
‘delicious’ lemonade meant for her 
‘greatt birthday party, This was 
the umpteenth time she had 
repeated that statement of 
hers, and irritated as we 
were, we didn't dare to ar- 
gue... at least on thig 
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ronment, 

First it was Rita, who came fol- 
lowed by her three-year-old sis’ 
Gita. Then came Neeta, Navitha, 
Litha, Navya... and soon the 
house was full of enthusiastic 
youngsters waiting to see the girl 
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of the evening — Sitara. 
he came slowly down the 





tairs with a smile (well prac- 

tised), and looking down at the 

audience waiting for her, she went 
red with excitement. 

Sitara was so excited, that she 
didn't watch where 
she put her foot 
and missed a step. 
She slipped and 
fell down two steps, 
toppling the cake, 
and fell face down 

onit 

Embarrassed and 
angry, she ran into 
the first room she 
could possibly see with 
the whole lot of creamy 
mess on her face, and 
screamed for a cup of wa- 
ter to wash her face, 


" 
SS Tt. was 5 O' clock-in the 
/ evening. In came the con- 
fused guests who looked 
determined to make the 
best of the hot party envi- 

> 


the only person in the kitchen 
was Gita (remember, Rita’s 
three-year-old sis?) who had come 
to have a secret view of all the 
jun rood 
Quite scared, she gave a glass- 
ful of what she innocently though 
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was ‘water.’ No sooner had 
Sitara washed her face with 
the ‘water’ than she screamed in 
horror. ‘The liquid was, in fact, 
the ‘delicious’ lemonade prepared 
by us. Angry and disgusted, she 
threw the glass of water.... err. 
lemonade behind her. It fell on 
Navya, who had just come to find 
out if Sitara wanted some help. 
Enraged, Navya looked at her 
new jeans all wet and sticky, took 
a glassful of the lemonade, and 
mistaking the culprit to be poor 
Gita, threw it on her. 


ita, not understanding, what 

Fwas happening, thought it 
was a game. She filled a tumbler 
with the lemonade and aimed it 
at Navya. But her weak throw 
missed her, and Neetha was the 
next victim. Neetha in turn, 
aimed at Rita and it was “Splash! 
splash!” all the way! 

Before Sitara’s par- 
ents could understand 
what was happening, 
there was a splash of 
lemonade thrown on 
them, and my parents 
were not excluded ei- 
ther, 

The ‘lemonade 
splatter’ was in full 
swing. No one was 
spared, not even 

Sitara who looked 

very, very cross. 

She wasn’t getting 
an iota of atten- 
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STORIES FROM UR 
READERS 


tion, and the guests looked much. 
more excited without the games 
and formal eats. No one even no-' 
ticed the frown on her face leave 
alone the new dress, earrings and 
their finery. 


asl 


2 
‘oon, before anybody really ay 
alized it, the party was over 
with the eatables eaten. Every- 
body went home sticky but happy. 2 
Well! Sitara had asked for a, 
memorable birthday and she had 
got it, though it would definitely 
take her some time to recover. 
from it! < 
ba 


Pruthvi V., aged 14, 
St. Philomena’s H.S., 
Bellary. Z 














Dear Grandma Wermy 
T study in the 7th standard. Jam 
weak in Maths. So my mother has 
put me in tuition class, J feel that J 
‘am intelligent, and that J can study 
by myself. J think only weak students 
g° to tuition class, J don’t want to 
ge for tuition. Please help 
G. Deepa, Madras - 24, 


Dear Deepa, 
Many intelligent children need a 
little help and practise to score well 











Think of fuition class as a way of 
keeping your maths brains wellolled! 
And try to enjoy it... 
Dear Grandma Worm, 

Jam studying in the X standard, 
and J have a problem regarding my 
studies 








J concentrate as much as 





possible whenever J study, and J do 
not have any distractions as my 
parents do not watch T.V. J study 





y answer and rey 





iH many 
. But when J revise after two 

1, Find T have forgotten 
everything! O find it very difficult 








BEAT BOREDOM 


tuition is only for the weak student? | 
hated Maths when | was in school, 
‘and never practisedit. So! went for 
tuition class too. to improve my 
‘marks. And my marks did fare better 
during the next exams. 


luring exam ti 





eh 
nse, that J cannot write 






xams, when J en 





Jo 
aanecare proper 
R. Sharadha, std. X, 


RSKHS.S., Trichy - 620 014, 





ouwmert 








Dear Sharadha, 

Maybe the solution to your 
problem istohave ailttle “dsttaction’! 
Your brains needs some refreshment 
too. It cannot keep cramming in 
information allthe time. Give youself 
‘abreak during studies, and watch TV. 
(oF go out and play with your fiends. 
When youare doing these things, relax 
‘and DON'T think about studies ot ol. 
‘And when you study, try remember 
‘only the important points, not the 
‘answer word for word! 

Talk to your parents about your 
problem of becoming tense before 
an exam. | know, studies are a rat- 
face for marks these days, and 
‘exams are frightening. But you have 
to leam fo take them as a part of 
schoo lfe, and not as some monster 
waiting fo pounce on you! 


Dear Grandma Worm, 

live in Bahrain, but J always feel 
that Sndia is much better. There are 
many-children in India who fe 
living abroad is nice. J mise my 
‘cousins in Madras and find life boring 
Even the friends Thad in school, have 
left, and it is quite boring, 

Preeti Ramachandran, 

aged 11,JIndian School, 
Bahrain. 
Dear Preeti, 

Ufe Is not boring! You con 
‘make it interesting. Why don’t 
you make other friends in 
school? Of course, you must 
be missing yourhome environ- 
‘ment, butliving abroad must 





Grandma Worm’s Pages 
beaninteresting experience. sitnot? 
Witelettersto your fends and cousins 
regularly. Exchange information, 
‘experiences, etc, 

Write stories, paint, learn some 
activity... Why don't you report for 
“Gokulam’ about the children in 
Bohrain, ond the kind of fe youlead 
there? 





Dear Grandma Wormy 
T have just moved from Madras to 
Udupi. J have a sister in the 10th 


standari 





‘and J happen to enjoy 
folking to her friends. But according 
Jou are a flict if you tal, to 
Js it wrong to tall, with my 


fo the boys 





@ gid 
sister's friends? 
Dinesh Bhandarkar, aged 14, 
English Medium H.S., Udupi. 


Dear Dinesh, 
ltisnot wrong to tak to your sister's 
friends. 

But itis aitie odd you are seen 
with them all the time. And it also 
depends on the way you behave 
when you tolk to them. Remember, 
attriend isa friend whether itis a boy 

of @ girl, and it is best to 
keep it that way. 


GRANDMA WORM 


Do you have a 
problem you would like 
fo talk to Grandma 
Worm about? Write to her 
at the ‘Gokulam’ 
‘adatess given on 
page 9%. 
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Dear Eaitor, 
We liked Bijal Barot's 
school (November issue) 
which stats at 8.40 a.m, 
and closes at 3.10 p.m, 
Realy, during the morning hours we aretesh, 
enthusiastic and eager to listen to teachers 
lectures. We listen to them with interest 
and clear a number of doubts. But in 
the atteroon, we feo sleepy and 
bored (especialy the last two 
periods). Most ofthe schools 
begin at 10.00 am. itthey began 
a bit eat, it would be beter 
What do you think tends? 
Rashmi, Vina, Smitha, S.X, 
Women's Peace League HS. 
Bangalore - 560004 





Dear Exitor, 
@ have seen many of my friends ang 
Classmates tearing papers and making 





rockets out of them. Papers are made from 
Wood-pulp by cutting so many trees. For 
‘making each note-book,a tree is cut down. At 
this rate, canyou imagine how many trees will 
be lett ten years later? Surely there won't be 
any forests lett at all. So friends, let us not 
waste paper and let us save trees. 

R. Sindhuja, aged 10, Bangalore - 560 011, 
Dear Editor, 

@ This refers to Vrinda V's letter (November 
Issue). fully agree with her. Last week, !had 




















Be kind to us. 
We live on this planet too.. 






| F ven to Bombay. We spent a whole dy in the 


Borivali National Park. Oh! | was so dis- 
appointed. The animals were kept in very bad 
conditions. 

Even though there was a board which read, 
lease don’t throw eatables into the cag 
‘people did not bother t0 follow it, They were 
‘making fun of the animals. There was a big 
‘board, “The Crocodile Park”, Believe it or not, 
there were just four or five crocodiles in a dry 
‘pond. | this the way to maintain animals? 
Rashi Kulkarni, Std X, Bangalore -560 004, 


Dear Editor, 
@ | fully agree with Vrinda V. From my 
childhood, | have always wanted to become a 
vet. I want to open a home for poor, helpless 
‘animals where they would be given good food, 
shelter and love. | want to stop people from 


‘ailing animals and eating them, | know we 
‘obtain useful products from them, but it does 
‘not mean that they do not have aright to tive 


Ww 


too, But | know that the task is beyond my 
capacity. | want to join Vrinda in her protest to 
stop treating animals cruel 

Krithika N., aged 11, Bombay - 60. 


Dear Editor, 

@ | completely agree with VrindaV. (November 
|ssue). Everywhere, we find people il-treating 
‘animals. | think this cruelty must be stopped. 
{In 2008, we find that animals don't get good 
{food to eat, or clean water to drink. | think 
‘animals should not vein captivity. Zoo officials 
can create wildite sanctuaries where these 
animals can roam about in their natural 


surroundings. 

Rleshmi N., aged 13, 
‘Aomic Energy Central School, Bombay -400 034. 
Dear Editor, 


® Animals play an important role in many 

Indian movies. They entertain us, but we never 

know how badly they are treated. Sometimes, 

they are killed too. 

Films should, stop featuring animals — itis 
too cruel. Animals have aright to live too. 

Padmini Raman, Std. X, 

‘BEML School, Robertsonpet. 


Dear Etitor, 

(B Many people sacrifice animals such as hens, 
in temples in the name of god. They don't 
Understand that god doesn? like this, because 
hhe has created everything in this world, the 


animals, the 
ete 





ds, the trees, the mountains, 


S. Madhusudan, Std. Vil, 
Nalanda English School, Bangalore. 


Dear Editor, 
| was glad to read Anand Sharma's and 
Vrinda's letters in Viewpoint. To begin with, 
children lke us can protest by not using leather 
‘bags, belts etc. | don't use leather, don't wear 
Silk, and | don't go to circuses. ‘value the 
animal fife 

K. Subadhra, Madras ~ 








Dear Editor, 
@ | was pained to see the most beauttl git 
‘nthe word's ona throne covered with zebra 
skin. How can people, who appreciate beauly 
in humans, be Din to the beauty of nature to 
such a great extent; does the zebra-skin oak 
good on a char, with we, heartless humans 
siting on it 

A. Sowmya, aged 15, Madras - 600 017. 


Dear Editor, 

@ Anand Sharma says everyone should stop 
eating animals, as they are living beings, then, 
‘everyone should stop eating plants too, as thay 
are living beings too, 





Coimbatore - 641 002, 
and Sandip R. Patil, aged 12, Ahmedabad, 
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RAKESH INTERNATIONAL 


Distributors for Vadilal Ice Creams 
gives a new sweet and creamy 
offer for Birthday boys & girls 

on their eve of Birthday 
or any other Celebrations and 
10% discount on any Ice cream 
purchased above Rs. 200. 


FEEL THE MIST IN VADILAL'S TASTE) 






























RAKESH INTERNATIONAL 
Vadilag (Distributors Vadilal Icecream) 
28, Lakshmanan Street, 


Mahalingapuram, Madras - 600 034. 


(This coupon is valid only with the above address and 
not with dealers) 


















For the emerging Indian woman 





Grira Ssh | 


] UNIT PLAN 











A plan specially designed for the woman above 18 years of age: 


Your daughter, sister, niece, grand-daughter or 
anyone you love. Even yourself 
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